unveiled  \un-'vald\  adj:      not 
veiled:    OPEN,    REVEALED: 

made     public     :     unprotected 
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We  would  also  like  to  thank  our  judges 
for  their  perceptiveness  as  writers  and 
artists  themselves.  Our  judges  are  (but 
not  limited  to):  Dr.  Joe  Hardin  and  Dr. 
Holly  Stave  (nonfiction),  Dr.  Nate  Pritts 
(poetry),  Dr.  Nahla  Beier  and  Dr.  Clayton 
Delery  (fiction),  Michael  Yankowski 
(photography),  Robert  Moreau  and  Bro. 
M.D.  Elvestrom  (art),  and  Dr.  Roger 
Held  (screen  /play  writing). 

Without  the  help  of  Gary  Hardamon, 
the  art  and  photography  would  not  be  of 
such  high  quality.  Thank  you  for  your 
time  and  patience  in  photographing  each 
and  every  submission. 

Thank  you,  Glenn,  for  lending  us 
your  insight  on  what  it  takes  to  put 
together  a  good  literary  magazine.  Your 
constant  support  has  been  vital  to  this 
publication. 

Many  thanks  to   Dr.   Petitjean   for  his 

advice  as  an  editor  himself  and  to  )oc 
Parrie,  NSU's  webmaster,  for  answering 
many  questions  we  had  during  the 
summer  about  beginning  the  Argus 
website. 


Our  utmost  appreciation  goes  to  all 
of  our  contributors,  published  or  not. 
for  without  you  we  would  have  no 
Argus.  Please  continue  pursuing  art  and 
literature;  as  students,  we  are  all  still 
learning. 

We  would  like  to  thank  Dr.  Kane,  our 
advisor  and  a  very  talented  voice  on 
campus.  Your  conviction  as  a  writer  has 

proved  essential  in  the  editorial  room 
and  in  the  writing  classroom. 


Thanks  to  Ms.  Bobbie  and  Ms.  Pegg\ 
in  the  English  department  for  then- 
helpfulness  in  lilling  out  forms  and 
lending  out  the  staple  remover. 

Lastly,    thank    you    Dr.    Colavito    and 

other  instructors  in  the  English  and  art 
departments  who  continually  encourage 
students  to  submit  their  work  for 
publication.  Your  influences  as  teachers 
are  undervalued;  without  your  support. 
many  o\'  these  writers  would  not  be 
where  they  are  today. 


eciitt 
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from  the  editor. . . 

When    I    first    spoke    to    Dan    about 
themes  for  this  year's  edition  of  Argus,  we 
both  agreed  on  a  very  minimalist  layout, 
not  only  to  distinguish  this  edition  from 
previous   years,   but   to   achieve   a   reader- 
friendly  system   that  would  showcase  the 
essence  of  the  art  and  literature.  Actually, 
for  the  majority  of  the  year,  our  theme  was 
"simplicity/"  Then,  as  I  started  reading  the 
submissions  turned  in  for  publication,  voices 
from  all   corners  of  the  university  began  to 
speak  up,  telling  me  their  stories,  hidden  secrets, 
unknown  desires,  however  difficult  and  complex. 
I  realized  that  these  students  need  their  stories  to 
be  heard  in  order  to  fulfill  their  purposes  as  writers, 
and  "simplicity^  did  not  fully  reflect  their  courage 
as  storytellers. 

So  it  became  my  job  as  well  as  my  editorial 
philosophy:    my    editorial    board    and    I    were    to 
uncover  the  conversations  of  our  peers  as  writers. 
Whatever  was  picked  for  publication  should  reflect 
not  only  these  raw.  unheard  stories,  but  new,  stylistic 
endeavors  in  experimentation  with  words  and  images. 
We  continually  reminded  ourselves  that  whatever  we 
chose  would  not  only  be  encouragement  for  the  writers, 
but.   most   importantly,   inspiration   for  other  students. 
Therefore,  we  handled  our  job  as  an  editorial  board  very 
delicately,  sifting  through  pages  of  literature  to  mark 


corrections,  suggest  improvements,  always 
keeping  a  lookout  for  an  appropriate  theme 
that  would  reflect  the  efforts  of  the  writers 
and  of  ourselves  as  editors. 

After  a  whole  afternoon  of  sitting  with 

Melissa  in  that  stuffy  office  browsing 

Thesaurus.com  for  the  twentieth  time 

that    week,    we    began    to    narrow    a 

resulting    list    of  words.    One    word 

seemed  to  stick  with  me  (as  you  told 

me  it  would,  Glenn),  sitting  beside 

me  in  class,  staring  at  me  from  the 

computer  screen  in  the  office,  even 

waiting  for  me  as  I  lay  down  to 

sleep  at  night.  1  realized  that  this 

one  word  completely  captured  the 

job  description  of  ourselves  and 

of  the  writers — together  we  were 

working  for  an  audience  of  peers. 

To  hold  back  anything  in  these 

stories   would   prove   unjust   to 

them.  So,  the  stories  you  are 

about  to  read  will   hopefully 

take    you    to    all    corners    of 

this      university,       however 

minimal  or  complex.  Iea\  ing 

this    campus    a    little    more 

unveiled. 


-Angel  in 


designer's  note 


When  I  was  approached  about  designing  this  hook,  the 

first  word  that  came  to  my  mind  was  "minimalism.*'  I  had 
always  considered  myself  a  minimalist,  but  hadn't  been 
given  the  freedom  to  reall)  experiment  with  it  and  see 

how  far  1  could  take  the  idea. 

All  of  that  changed,  however,  when  1  heard  those 
three  magic  words  that  ever}  designer  wants  to  hear 
from  the  editor-in-chief. 

"I  trust  you."  Angelin  said.  Even  as  the  last  syllable 
of  that  phrase  left  her  mouth,  my  mind  was  racing 
with  a  hurricane  of  layout  options,  packaging  ideas, 
and  white  space.  That's  right,  white  space. 


on-white     embossing 

just  a  nice  bonus  to  echo 
the  elegant,  yet   simplistic 

design. 


Nil   (  OVER 

The  cover  o\'  this  hook  is 

hcavv     weight    vellum    with 

nothing  printed  on   it  except 

lor  the  spine  The  nature  of 

vellum.      however.      permits 

the   page   beneath    it   to   show 

through.   Si)  the  effect   is  that 

the  imprinted  cover,  so  fittingly, 

reveals  the  word  ""unveiled." 


THE  CONCEPT 

In  graphic  design,  it's  easy  to  get  stuck  in  the 
muck  of  Photoshop  filters,  lens  flares,  drop  shadow  s. 
and  the  like.  As  a  result,  much  of  the  design  work 
that  you  see  these  days  is  very  complicated.  Each 
movie  poster  is  flashier  than  the  next  in  hopes  of 
standing  out  among  its  peers.  So  how  do  you  make 
something  stand  out  in  a  world  where  everything 
stands    out?    The    answer    is    simple.    Do    the 
opposite.  Which,  in  the  case  of  graphic  design,  is 
minimalism.  It  stands  out  because  it's  not  what 
you  would  expect. 

Many  designers  are  afraid  to  let  negative 
space    "take    over"    their    design.     This     is 
sometimes   called   horror   vacui,   or   fear   of 
empty  space.  1.  however,  see  white  space  as  an 
object  to  accompany  what  is  printed.  It  is  too 
often  thought  of  as  something  to  cover  up.  not 
something  to  explore  and  celebrate.  Designer 
Robert  Qually  once  said.  "What  is  not.  helps 
us  define  what  is... White  space  is  as  real  as 
what  fills  it." 


THE  SLIPCASE 

The  slipcase  was  an  idea  that  I  had  after 
purchasing  an  amazing  album  b\  Sigur  Ros 
called  "(  )."  The  CD  case  came  in  a  plastic 
white  slipcase  with  very  little  printed  on  it 
and  a  die-cut  of  two  parentheses. 

Angelin  and  1  thought  that  a  slipcase 
would  add  a  little  elegance  to  the  book. 
in  addition  to  making  it  stand  out  from 
any  other  book  of  its  kind.  The  white- 


THE  PAGES 

The    design    o(   this    book    is 

stripped  down  to  the  bare  bones 

and    muscles    that    give     it     its 

strength.  The  expression  o\'  \Sl 

students,  whether  literary,  poetic. 

or   artistic,    is    strong    enough    to 

stand  on  its  own.  There  is  no  skin 

of  lens   flares   and   special    effects 

involved  anywhere  in  these  pages. 

In  this  sense,  even  the  design  of  the 

book  has  been  unveiled. 

Minimalism  is  sometimes  confused 

with  laziness;  therefore.  I  have  tried 

to  find  interesting  ways  to  treat  each 

work,    by    using    unusual    typefaces 

as  the  titles  for  the  literal")   works  in 

order  to  echo  the   ideas   held   within 

each    particular    piece.     I     have    also 

experimented  with  the  justification  o\ 

the  writings   in   order  to  create  visual 

interest  on  the  page.  B\  di>mg  this,  each 

poem  is  seen  as  one  item,  not  a  group  of 

stanzas,  lines,  words,  or  letters. 

In  the  same  vein,  hopefully,  this  book 

is  seen  as  one   item,   not  as  a  group  of 

individual  1)   designed  pages.  And  max  be 

you,  the  reader,  can  more  easilv  understand 

and  enjov   an  artistic  experience  with  the 

students  of  Northwestern  State  I  mveisitv. 

-/\m  Grissom 


CO 


Jzoet%w 


bloom  ing  -  glenn  ward 

Brothers  and  Sisters  -  LesleeA.  Toney 

Road  Left  Behind  -  Tom  Townsend  II 

Childhood  Trauma  -  Dana  C  Joubert 

Toledo  Reservoir  6MI.  -  Thomas  Parrie 

China  Doll  -  Charlotte  Spradling 

Nightmare  Darkness  -  DaNean  Pound 

Old  Home  -  Leslie  Westbrook 

long  ago  -  krista  parker 

Questions  -  Elaine  Broussard 
Lovers  on  Hiatus  -  Tishie  Felts 

passing  -  glenn  ward 

the  oh  yeah  of  your  legs  -  krista  parker 

the  flashlight  -  Kyle  Shirley 

Glass  House  -  Lisa  Rougeou 

Band  of  Gold  -  Victoria  Krista  Jenkins 

Ocean  -  Brian  M.  Borsies 

Age  and  Comprehension  -  Robert 

Aaron  Tummons 

I  Ain't  Gain'  Out  Like 
Dat  -  Clarence  Nero 

A  Freshman, 

Taking  Notes  -  Kyle  Shirley 

Post-Graduate  Asshole  -  Tishie  Felts 


010 
Oil 
012 
013 
014 
015 
016 
018 
020 
020 
021 
022 
024 
025 
026 
027 
028 
030 
031 
032 
033 

034 
035 

036 

037 

038 
039 


Leaf  in  Water  -  Blake  Bennett 


Family  Values  -  Leslee  A.  Toney 


Gray  Area  -  Delvin  Sims- 


Shattered  Dreams  -  Jesse  Butler 


The  Gravekeeper  -  Blake  Bennett 


Behind  Bars  -  Candiee  Pauley 


A  Fruitless  Search  for  Pornography 
on  Google.com  -  Shane  Padraic  Erath 

southern  hospitality  -  glenn  ward 

Sitting  in  a  History  ( lass 

on  a  Monday  Morning 

in  February  -  Shane  Padraic  Erath 

To  Pablo  -  Thomas  Parrie 

Frightening  -  Leslie  Westbrook 

Don  /  Giye  in  to  the 

Pressure  -  Valarie  Clark 

(untitled)  -  Ashley  Brooke  Crawford 

1  could  giye  2  sh**s 

and  a  F***  -  Stoney  Brown 

A  in  )  Nothin  '  Worth  Hay  in  ' 

Comes  Easy  -  Clarence  Nero 

Chicago  -  Dan  Grissom 

Trees  and  Breezes  -  Melody  Carson 

Poetry  is  Like  Food  -  Leslee  A.  Toney 

The  IX K game  -  Stoney  Brown 

Natchitoches  Christmas  Festival 

Fireworks  -  Christopher  Bowes 
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No-Limit  Texas  Hold  'em  -  glenn  ward 

May  I  Help  You?  -  Melinda  Wiley 

The  Terrible  Teens  -  Senneca  Peters 


040 
041 
042 
043 


044 

045 
046 
047 

048 
049 

050 
053 

054 
055 
056 

057 
058 
059 

060 
061 

062 
063 

064 
065 
066 
067 
06S 
070 
071 
076 
080 


Butler 


Southern  Hospitality  -  Delvin  Sims 


Flare  -  Nathan  Calhoun 


Samurai  -  Shawna  Atkins 


Silhouette  -  Blake  Bennett 


Crazy  Fireworks  -  Leslie  Westbrook 

Berries  -  Leslie  Westbrook 

untitled  -  Melody  Carson 

Through  the  Looking 

Glass  -  Leslie  Westbrook 

Church  Street  -  (  andii  t  Pauley 

Western  Vistas  -  Blake  Bennett 

Blue  Ridge  Valleys  -  Benjamin  R.  Hale 

Firemen  -  Leslie  West  brook 

House  of  (  Urds  -  Brian  M  Bors 


00 


Bouncer  Chronicles  I:  Busting  the 
Bouncer  Cherry  -  Darrin  Campbell 


uctt 
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Running  Away  -  Ashli  Daigle 

I  Stopped  Believing  -  Courtney  Rusk 

My  Dixie  Wrecked:  It's  a 

Southern  Tradition  -  Darrin  Campbell 

Hate.  .  .Reasons  to  be 

Happy  -  M.  Quann  Boyd 

The  Boy  Next  Door  -  Katrina  Dixon 

Behind  Blue  Eyes  -  Kimberly  Brammer 

There's  No  Such  Thing  -  Lisa  Rougeou 

Four  Quick  Reports  -  Robert 

Aaron  Tummons 

Bubble-Bum  -  Shane  Padraic  Erath 

Halloween  Moon  -  Thomas  Parrie 


084 
087 
088 
089 
090 
091 
092 

093 
094 
096 

102 

106 
108 

109 
112 
115 
116 
120 

124 
126 
130 
131 


Dave  -  Nathan  Calhoun 
Bahrah  -  Shawna  Atkins 
untitled  -  Showna  Atkins 
Stance  -  Dan  Grissom 
Rising  -  Dan  Grissom 
Birds  -  Johnna  S.  Owecki 
Episcopal  Church 
on  2nd  St.  -  Johnna  S.  Owecki 
Stone  Face  -  Dan  Grissom 


Magnifying  Glass  -  Miguel  Bobadilla 


Keys  -  Jesse  Butler 


Angel  -  Miguel  Bobadilla 


hoefaw 


I  st  -  bloom  ing  -  glenn  ward 

2nd  -  Toledo  Reservoir  6MI.  -  Thomas  Pan 

3rd  -  /  couldgive  2  sh**'s  ami  a  /-'***  -  Stoney  Brown 
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1st  -  No-Limit  Texas  Hold'em  -  glenn  ward 
2nd  -  The  Terrible  Teens  -  Senneca  Peters 
3rd  -  May  I  Help  You'.'  -  Melinda  Wiley 


MotlOTl 


1st  -  Bubble-Bum  -  Shane  Padraic  Erath 
2nd  -  There's  No  Such  Thing  -  Lisa  Rougeou 
3rd  -  Running  Away  -  Ashli  Daigle 

1st  -  Leaf  in  Water  -  Blake  Bennett 

2nd  -  Firemen  -  Leslie  West  brook 

3rd  -  Through  the  Looking  Glass  -  Leslie  Westbrook 


1st  -  Magnifying  Glass  -  Miguel  Bobadilla 

2nd  -  Episcopal  Church  on  2nd  St.  -  Johnna  S.  Owecki 

2nd  -  Samurai  -  Shawna  Atkins 
3rd  -  .  ingel  -  Miguel  Bobadilla 


Xo  prizes  were  awarded  for  sereenwrifing  as  decided 

by  the  screenwriting judge. 


bloom  ing 


Joyce  pleaded 
because  it  was  windy  enough,  reluctantly 
i  slid 

off  the  couch  and  dug  the  bow  kites  out  of 
my  eloset.  we  walked  to  the 

empty  lot 

between  the  blue  water  tower  and 
methodist  church,  "this  is  how  you 
do  it."  i  said,  the  wind 

was  strong  and  flung 
my  redyel  low  green  starburst  oxer  the 
treetop  swing  set.  "you  try," 


and  she  was  pulled  like 
$ffs^  a  tugboat  anchor  through  the  knee-high  grass, 

s**  tonguing  her  gap-to  othed  smile 

^  while  unreeling  the  cord,  we  talked 

si 

^V  about  bikes  and  gross  boys  and 

laughed  at  2 dogs  sniffing 
the  ditch 

near  the  baseball  diamond,  our 

kites  dipped  and 
arced,  each  buzzing  the  white  steeple  and 
then  they  crossed,  "like  those  dogs," 


Joyce  giggled  as  we  merry- 
go  -rounded  to  untangle,  mine 
shot  upward  while  hers  went 
down 

the  cloud  slide,  almost  too  close 
to  the  monkey-bar  high  w  ires,  a 

strong  gust  popped  Joyce's  string  and 
sent  us  chasing  the 

runawa)  rainbow,  we  couldn't  catch  the  string,  so 

i  tied  my  spindle  to  the  folding  chair  i*d 
brought  and  scratched  behind  my  ear.  and  Joyce  hugged 
me — her  body  fitting  perfectly  under 
my  arm.  i  kissed 

her  sticky  pineapple  cheeks,  and 
she  cried  under  the  orange  sky  of  another 
playground  sunset. 


-glenn  ward 


BROTHERS 
AND 


It  was  a  downhill  slide 


Screaming  like  siss\  girls 
fears  of  laughter  pouring  like  ram 
Bright  sunn>  days  and  cool  autumn  nights 
Mississippi  mud.  fireflies  and  Inchworms 
S  S      1       E      R      S         I  saw  the  delight.  I  felt  the  sensation 

We  grew  up  like  domestic  cats 
(jiggling  and  playing,  fighting  but  lo\  mg 
Mom  and  Dad  did  great 
We  had  enough  for  a  kickball  team 
And  a  tree  house  club 
But  never  enough  time  to  grow  younger 

-Leslee .  I.  Tonev 


Road  Left  Behind 


Notions  of  what's  black  and  white 
good  and  bad's  not  clear 

Shades  of  grey 

and  best-we-cans 

are  values  now  held  dear 

Childhood  hopes 

once  woven 

with  strands  of  silvery  dreams. 

Must  pay  our  food  and  shelter 
with  whatever  threads  we  weave. 

-Tom  Towns  end  II 


B0G191&IG 


There  are  moments 

When  I  see  you  so  clearly 

There  was  love  in  your  eyes  for  me 


Then  it  comes  back 

To  the  sad  reality 

There  was  nothing  in  it  for  me 

If  I  could  clean  the  dirty  picture 
There  would  be  some  peace  inside  me 
I  remember  every  moment  on  your  knee 

-Dana  C.  Jouhert 


013 


TOLEDO 
RESERVOIR  6MI. 


1  hear  the  clatter  of  the  plates  and  the  ting  of  forks  and  spoons 
and  cups  and  knives  and  I  hate  them. 
The  greasy  water,  the  snow-white  suds 
I  hate  them. 
Every  dish  drowns. 

They  wash  rinse  dry  out  I  hate 

i 

to  remember  sitting  Indian  style  somewhere  ^ 

In  TOLEDO  RESERVOIR  6MI.  washed  rinsed  g 

and  dried  out.  ^v 

I  was  a  plate  at  ten  and  by  eleven  Tupperware  bowl 
blood  of  the  Jesus  undertow  carried  me  into  the  dirty  water. 


* 


k7  can  )  swiml"  I  yelled  as  I  sank  into  the  deep  green  water  *c 

gurgling  so  loud  it  hurt  while  my  family 
communed  with  Budweiser,  Jew  flesh  and  dirt. 
Now,  at  twenty-four  I  too  am  microwavable, 
neatly  stacked  on  a  shelf  washed  rinsed  and  dried 

as  I  stand  here  from  my  washing  viewpoint,  I'm  like  God. 

I  watch  spoons  gurgle  and  flail 

forks  pine  for  use  but  no  use  will  come  except  dishpan  hands 

and  sponge.  Then  as  suddenly  as  sud  slick, 

a  knife  slices  a  knuckle  and  the  deep  sink  grows  darker 

darker  than  the  pond  emerald  that  is  drowning  in 

TOLEDO  RESERVOIR  6MI. 

If  I  add  more  suds, 

I  could  see  it  covered  in  snow. 

-Thomas  Parrie 


Leaf  in  Water  -  Blake  Bennett 


c^ihA  3>©tl 


I  grew,  I  grew — until  finally  you  knew 

I  was  here  loving  you. 

I  felt  your  heart  beat  as  if  it  were  mine — 

Anxious  blood  pulsing  through  my  veins 

Waiting  for  the  day  when  I  would  be  like  you- 

Whole,  complete — not  fractured  or  bruised. 

Would  you  love  me  as  I  loved  you? 

Was  I  a  trinket  of  one  night's  pleasure — ? 

A  cheap  copy  of  duplicates 

Stamped  "Made  in  China" 

Assembly  line  reproduction — 

Easily  disposed  like  yesterday's  razor. 

I  could  have  been  a  secret  treasure 

Carried  delicately — journey  planned — 

Breathed  into  time  and  space — waiting — 

Just  waiting  for  the  hour  and  the  day — 

No — for  the  moment 

I  grew. 


You  would  have  loved  me  as  1  loved  you. 

Pi'll  me  from  my  hiding  place 
Like  a  Jew  in  the  Holocaust    expose  me 
Sol  for  the  world  to  see 

For  1  was  no  stranger — no — not  to  you — 

You  knew  me  belter  than  I  knew  myself — 

For  you  knew  better  than  to  love  me. 

I  loved  you  with  pure  innocence, 

Wanting  to  see  your  face — 

Waiting  to  hold  you  as  you  held  me. 

I  know  now  that  I  will  never  be  like  you — 

Free  to  ehoose,  because 

You  never  grew  to  love  me.  too. 

You'll  think  of  me  in  future  times 

As  you  lift  my  brother  from  the  monkey  bars — 

Or  buy  my  sister  her  first  bra. 

Not  because  of  one  night's  pleasure. 

But  because 

1  am  the  piece  of  your  heart  that  was  tossed  away.  r\  i  *y 

Think  of  me  as  waiting  for  you— 

Knowing  then  you  will  love  me  as  I  loved  you. 

-Charlotte  Spradling 


^dlAtv-vCHre    cfdlr(^<& 
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Mother  is  at  work  and  we — 

My  brother,  sister,  and  [, 

Are  left  under  your  supervision. 

It  is  eight  in  the  evening 

And  we  have  all  had  our  baths  and  are  ready  for  bed. 

You  strut  to  my  brother's  room  and  tuck  him  in 

Then  you  slither  to  my  sister's  room  and  tuck  her  in  too 

Now  you  are  in  my  room  tucking  me  in  and  1  know. 

From  the  way  that  you  are  looking  at  me,  I  will  see  you  again 

Before  this  night  is  over. 

1  lie  quietly  with  the  covers  tucked  tightly  under  my  chin 

Pretending  to  be  asleep  when  I  hear  your  bedroom  door  open. 

You  are  moving  like  a  rat  down  the  dark  hallway 

And  the  darkness  is  bringing  you  closer  to  my  bedroom — my  safe  haven. 

I  know  you  are  on  the  other  side  of  the  door. 

1  know  because  you  have  even  scared  the  crickets  into  silence. 

I  am  holding  my  breath.  "Dear  God,  please  make  him  leave  me  alone." 

God  is  not  listening. 

You  quietly  open  the  door  and  step  inside. 

There  is  a  drumming  in  my  ears.  I  have  begun  to  sweat. 

The  covers  have  become  tighter  and  tighter  around  my  neck 

In  my  vain  attempt  to  keep  you  away. 

You  are  lying  on  the  bed  beside  me  and  I  don't  know 

Whose  breathing  is  more  labored: 

Yours,  reeking  of  stale  cigarettes  and  excitement, 

Or  mine,  smelling  of  jelly  beans  and  fear. 

It  no  longer  matters  because  now  you  are  touching  me. 

You  are  exhaling  your  foul-smelling  breath  all  over  my  neck 

While  your  foul,  calloused  hands  are  all  over  my  ten-year-old  body. 

I  CANT  STAND  THIS! 

I  prayed  to  God  and  He  didn't  keep  you  away. 

I  pretended  to  be  asleep  and  that  didn't  keep  you  away  either. 

Why  won't  somebody  help  me? 

Now  you  are  doing  what  mommies  and  daddies  do. 

Daddies  are  not  supposed  to  be. doing  this  to  their  precious  little  girls. "DEAR 

GODDDDDDDDD..." 
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Finally  you  are  done  and  you  kiss  my  forehead  calling  me  "daddy's  little  girl.'1 

From  the  doorway,  you  smile. 

I  turn  over  in  the  bed,  curl  into  an  infant  ball  and  cry. 

I  stare  at  the  moon  outside  my  window 

Casting  the  only  light  through  the  nightmare  darkness 

Wishing  the  sun  would  come  up,  but  knowing 

That  the  sun  is  only  temporary  and  darkness  will  come  again. 

-DaNecm  Pound 


old  home 


He  pulled  oiT  his  coat  and  sat  on  the  floor 
The  dry,  dusty  carpet  from  his  childhood 
The  rusted  nails,  bent,  broken  on  the  door 
He  smelled  the  must  of  the  mildew  on  the  wood 
He  saw  the  grown  tree  outside  the  window 
The  shrubs  dead  alter  twenty  years 
The  broken  plates,  books,  toys,  a  stained  pillow 
He  cried,  stood  up,  wiped  his  tears 
The  vacancy  of  the  past  was  inescapable 
The  trouble  of  the  present  obsolete 
He  wondered  why  the  past  seemed  so  beautiful 
In  his  youth  his  eyes  were  open;  he  could  see 


■Leslie  Westbrook 


long  ago 

a  haunting  echo  from  long  ago 

captures  the  familiar  sound  of 

wind  chimes  dancing  close  and 

a  sharp  note  played  on  a  piano  is 

drawn  out  by  the  damper  pedal. 

everything  near  is  suddenly  distant 

children  laughing,  playing  kickball  or 

jumping  rope 

it's  almost  slow. 

the  wind  is  almost  seen 

in  the  trees  and  leaves, 

it  feels  like  October  and  it  looks 

more  like  childhood. 

the  smell  of  fire  is  burning  fallen  dreams... 

i  mean  leaves,  fallen  leaves 

that  are  raked  into  neat  piles  resembling  castles 

waiting  to  be  conquered  by  wind  or  a  child 

as  a  sharp,  high  note  plays  and 

sadness  leaks  out  of  a  memory  from 

long  ago. 

-krista  parker 
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Family  Values  -  LesleeA.  Tonev 


A 


You  say  I  must  love  to  ask  questions 

that  I  know  have  no  answers. 

Then,  you  stare  at  me  blankly,  making  no  sounds 

except  the  crunching  of  tortilla  chips  between  your  teeth. 

A  drop  of  salsa  drizzles  down  your  face, 

reminding  me  of  how  your  nose  bled  earlier 

when  we  were  making  love. 

(A  tiny  river  of  red  splashed  on  my  chest, 

and  you  jumped  off  of  me,  grumbling. 

How  inconvenient!) 

Inconvenient  are  my  questions  now. 

I  see  your  cheerfulness  transforming  into  irritability. 

Do  you  remember  how  I  used  to  be  a  challenge? 

You  used  to  tell  your  friends  the  story 

of  how  you  trapped  me,  tamed  me,  made  me  yours. 

All  mine,  you  still  whisper  as  you  hold  me, 

warm  skin  pressing,  tender,  but  suffocating,  choking  me. 

The  world  spins  and  twirls  with  dizzy  swirls  of  color. 

It's  not  oxygen  that  I  need  to  live,  but  truth, 

truth  to  make  things  solid  again. 

I  told  you  once  that  I  could  never  see  myself 

with  a  husband,  children,  a  house, 

a  permanent  dwelling,  an  unobtrusive  life 

in  TownX,  StateY  with  a  morning  commute  to  CityZ. 

But  every  time  you  see  the  cell  phone  commercial 

with  the  adorable,  blonde-haired  little  girl 

you  grab  my  arm,  look  into  my  eyes, 

and  say  how  you  can't  wait  to  be  a  father. 

How  can  you  say  things  like  that, 

and  then  now,  so  sharply  reject  my  questions? 
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Why  do  I  so  desperately  need  your  answers'.' 

Why  can't  I  accept  your  haphazard  lifestyle? 

The  more  precarious  your  future  becomes. 

the  more  I  strive  to  perfect  the  blueprint  of  mine. 

I've  always  admired  your  love  of  rationality. 

You've  given  me  a  scale  to  balance  my  thoughts. 

1  was  Miss  Melodrama  Queen,  unpredictable  and  stupid. 

But  perhaps  1  am  becoming  you, 

you  are  becoming  me. 

and  our  incompatibility  is  not  impro\  ing. 

So  face  to  face  we  sit  in  this  booth. 

a  mariachi  song  distracting  further  discussion. 

You  try  to  translate  the  song's  fleeting  words. 

This  one  is  all  about  beer,  you  laugh, 

and  suddenly,  I  want  to  hit  the  booze  myself. 

I  make  a  guacamole  smiley  face  and  sigh. 

You  say  the  only  issue  of  importance  is 

do  I  still  love  von'/ 

Of  course  I  do, 

but  to  me,  that  was  never  the  question. 

-Elaine  Broussard 
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Lovers        on        Hiatus 


I  remember  you  to  my  first  cup 
of  sunrise  Java  while  swirling  tears 
resemble  images  of  your  chiseled 
jaw  line  dipping  between  my  thighs. 

1  remember  you  to  my  daydreams — 
in  dusty  jeans,  floating  across 
thick  San  Augustine  grass  to 
join  me  on  the  rusty  porch  swing. 

I  remember  you  to  a  lonely  pillow — 
when  the  wind  rustles  crisp  Talla 
leaves  in  Fall,  while  hound  dogs 
whisper  to  the  moon,  and  the  dense 
night  air  smells  of  harvest  spice — but 
your  flesh  is  not  there  to  embrace. 

-Tishie  Felts 
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Gray  Area  -  Delvin  Sims 


Her  glacier-tongue 
slides  down 
peeking  over  the  edge 

slipping  into  me 

as  we  dive  like  seagulls 


P, 


ass 


White  lust 

collects  in  lakes 

below  her  neck 

while  we  uo  south  She 


bobs  and  tips 
like  a  top 

dancing  with  me 
temperature  rising 

1  do  not  understand 

why, 

when  I  see  her  melting 

breaking  up 
into  pieces 
so  we  can  keep  going 

show  ing  cracked  teeth 
through  a  jagged  smile 


her  shoulders 

as 

broad  as  an 

iceberg 

"you  don't 

I  do  not  understand 

know  the  depths 
of  me.*" 

why 

and  she  says 

Blue  clicking 
and  crushing  along 
with  the  final 
evanescing 

as  1  let  go 

-glenn  ward 

the 
oh  yeah 
of  your  legs  027 


i'm  tiling  my  nail  with 

that  seam  of  your  dress  is 
understanding  the  pain 
in  which  i  can  sec  the 
oh  yeah  of  your  legs, 
don't  deprive  m\  sanit)  with  your 
underneath  is  a  playground. 
m\  nails  are 
still  long[ing], 

i  touch  with  m\  fingers  when  you  let  me 
which  is  whenever  i  want  to 
leave  a  message  in  the 
quiet  roundness  of  desperate  warmth. 

-krista  parker 


the  flashlight 

that  one  time... 
remember? 

they  were  having  that  party. 

we  w ere  there. 

and  i  can  still  smell  the  room  where  i  met  you. 

i  just  can't  see  your  face. 

i  wish  i  could  remember 
the  first  thing  you  said  to  me. 
but  all  i've  got  is  that  smell. 

-Kyle  Shirley 
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GLASS  HOUSE 
CH/22  HOfTCE 


She  imagines  many  ways  to  kill  her  husband. 
She  has  white-knuckled  visions  of  terrible  accidents 
gut-wrenching  dreams  of  poisoned  dinners, 
breath-taking  plummets, 
hot  cold  steel  slicings. 

Ironing  stiff  white  shirts 

she  crushes  his  meanness  and  oppressive  cologne 

and  cooks  bloody-sauced  lasagna 

and  buys  mushy-fleshed  roadside  peaches 

because  he  hates  them  both. 

The  house  that  is  a  dream  is  hers. 
The  house  everyone  says  is  so  pretty. 
The  house  she  lives  in  is  glass 
that  shatters  in  red  and  purple  splinters. 
Somebody  should  tell  her  it's  blood. 

-Lisa  Rouge  on 


Shattered  Dreams  -Jesse  Butler 


That  shining  symbol  of  one's  affection, 
Is  it  love,  or  deception? 

Forever  gold 

Forever  under  his  hold 

Like  the  noose  encircling  a  convict's  neck. 

The  ring  encircles  the  finger. 

The  willing  victim — oblivious  to  her  doom 

Smiles  as  she  walks  down  the  aisle. 

He  places  the  ring  on  her  finger 

And  her  fate  is  sealed. 

-  Victoria  Krista  Jenkins 


OCEAN 

VERSE 

The  sun  is  waiting  by  your  side. 
With  rays  of  love  you  could  not  hide. 
Now,  the  only  dream  for  which  we  strive 
Is  the  one  where  you're  still  alive. 

BRIDGE 

Now  we're  swimming  in  the  sea 

Facing  the  reality 

Of  seeing  you  in  eternity. 

CHORUS 

When  I  close  my  eyes  you're  looking  at  me 

All  I  can  think  of  is  how  1  miss  you. 

My  heart  was  racing,  now  I'm  just  pacing. 

When  it  all  came  through,  nightmares  all  came  true. 

VERSE 

Stars  grow  brighter  night  by  night. 
They  heal  us  from  Death's  lonesome  bite. 
And  in  our  dreams  we  hear  you  say, 
Not  to  doubt  that  you're  still  alright. 

BRIDGE  033 

Now  we're  swimming  in  the  sea 

Facing  the  reality 

Of  seeing  you  in  eternity. 

CHORUS 

When  I  close  my  eyes  you're  looking  at  me 

All  I  can  think  of  is  how  I  miss  you. 

My  heart  was  racing,  now  km  just  pacing. 

When  it  all  came  through,  nightmares  all  came  true. 

Lyrics  by  Brian  M.  Borsics 


Light 

The  blind 

Pale  and  cold 

Clothed  and  cries 

Time  marches,  coos 

Become  vowels  and  then 

There  is  mimicry  of  words 

Stature  increases  with  age  and 

Words  become  sentences  and  flow 

Now  are  the  thoughts  clearer  and  sharp 

Stronger,  with  voice  and  opinion  for  the  world. 

Integrity  expands.  Knowledge  is  learned.  And  now  it 

Works.  It  lives.  It  breathes.  It  thinks.  It  exists. 

But  it  is  no  longer  growing.  Instead  it  now 

Has  a  beautiful  family,  a  lovely  wife 

With  two  cars,  one  house,  two  kids 

They  grow  in  size  and  age  and 

Leave  while  the  body  also 

Grows  older  and  then 

More  feeble  and 

Lose  stature 

Get  colder 

Blinded 

Dark  -Robert  Aaron  Tummons 


Age  and  Comprehension 
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The  Gravekeeper  -  Blake  Bennett 


Look  all  'round  and 

I  see  all  this  killin*. 

Gang  bangin",  drug-dealin' 

Dope  push  in',  gloom  and  doom 

In  the  chaos  of  wanna  be  cool 

Fools  runnin'  and  knockin' 

Down  my  street  like  I'm  the 

Next  one  to  groom  for  death 

Comin'  soon,  and  then  I  see 

No  hope  in  a  grievin'  generation 

Of  endless  dreams  and  possibilities 

And  then  to  see  the  same  sad  story  bein' 

Played  out  with  my  family  of  kin 

Fightin'  in  a  battle  of  sin 

And  I  say,  I  ain't  goin'  out  like  dat. 

Just  the  other  day,  stop  by  to  visit 
With  Sheila,  she  got 
Them  two  crack  babies,  cry in'  on 
Each  hip  like  two  sorrowful  tear 
Drops  and  she  wastin'  way  more  and 
More  everyday,  'cause  she  got  that 
Awful,  killin'  disease  called  HIV 
And  I  lookin'  at  her  dead  in  the  face 
And  I  can  see  shamefulness  and  regret 
Creepin'  up  to  stay, 
Her  body  dryin'  up  to  mere  bones 
And  fleshless  decay  and  she  coughiir 
Up  blood  that's  runnin'  down  her 
Cheeks  and  she  got  them  dark  spots 
All  round  her  knee  and  she  hurtiiv 
Real  bad  y'all  and  she  can't  even 
Eat,  'cause  she  lost  her  appetite 
To  the  world  of  deceit, 
And  I  say,  I  ain't  goin'  out  like  dat. 


I  AIN'T 

GOIN7  OUT 

(.IKE  DAT 


Went  down  there  on  Desire 

Street,  saw  hopelessness  and  despair 

Hangin'  in  the  midst  of  the  air, 

Folks  snortin'  up  dope,  out  there  on  a 

Bad  y'all  shakin'  and  tremblin*  like  a  bad 

Winter,  chill  breeze  turned  cold, 

So  I  say,  I  ain't  gonna  never  try  drugs 

Just  to  see  what  it  feels  like 

I'm  goin'  to  avoid  all  kinds  of  dope 

'cause  my  destiny  is  floatin'  with 

All  kinds  of  hope,  you  see  I  made 

Up  my  mind  a  long  time  ago, 

I  ain't  goin'  out  like  dat. 


So  come  hard  times  and  peer  pressure 

I  ain't  gone  never  fall  prey  to  the  foolishness 

And  craziness  out  here  today,  I'm  gone 

Keep  my  head  up  and  keep  the  faith 

And  do  like  the  old  slaves  sing  and  how 

Dr.  Maya  Angelou  say,  "I'm  gone  run  on" 

Stickin'  'round  long  enough  to  see  what  the 

end's  gone  bring,  so  don't  even  be  askin'  me 

or  thinkin'  you  gone  be  jackin'  me  up  with  HIV 

or  some  drug  induced  effect,  'cause  I  ain't  stealin', 

pushin'  no  drugs  or  killin' just  to  get  that 

fresh,  dollar,  crisp,  bill  feel  on  a  quick  li'l  thrill, 

'Cause  you  heard  me, 
I  ain't  goin'  out  like  dat. 


-Clarence  Nero 


Behind  Bars  -  Candice  Punier 


f)  psiMJUt****,  IjU&hfy  N&fat 


not  everyone  here  is  normal, 
we  are  one  hundred  and  sixteen  years  old. 
i  can't  turn  to  a  page  i  don't  have! 

i  have  seen  the  columns. 

they  prod  along  our  evolution.. . 

one  less  thing  for  me  to  do. 


i  hear  ghosts  die  in  fires  too. 
i  am  disconnected... 
it's  only  cool  in  the  center. 


i  could  be  homecoming  queen. 

shreveport  is  in  caddo,  where  they  manufacture  the  regrets, 
nineteen-ninety-nine  is  still  current,  i'm  told. 

pregnancy  is  a  family  problem,  but  can  be  overcome, 
if  a  king  comes  in,  the  gold  gets  stressed  out... 
counselors  are  an  alternative  to  miserable  living. 


in  Philadelphia  they  tax  the  hell  out  of  you, 

but  food  is  cheap. 

a  box  of  fifty  pretzels  (the  fucking  Big  ones) 

is  only,  like,  eight  bucks, 

and  no  one  cares  what  you  break  because  it  was  probably  already  broken  anyway. 

life  is  a  terminal  condition,  i  hear.... 

-Kyle  Shirley 


Post-Graduate 
Asshole 


How     soon     you     forgot     our     late 
nights         and         early         mornings, 
group        projects        and        Adderall 
supported  study  sessions. 

"To       hell       with       School       House 
Rock         and         those         god-awful 
blue        scantrons,"       you        scream 
in        childish       jolts,       "Chemistry 
can     ignite     in     hell,     along     with 
overpriced     textbooks     and     tuition!" 

So     these     are     the     memories     you 
cherish?     Learning     how     to     scorch 
yourself     with     a     Bunsen     burner. 
withering  away  in  fee-payment  lines. 
and  wasting  bar  money  on  hardbacks.' 
Guess   I   don't   need   to   ask.   "lias   it 
good  for  you?"...  post-graduate  asshole! 

-Tishic  Felts 
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fl  Fruitless  Search  for  Pornography 
on  Google.com 

•*  I  browse: 

the  drift  of  a  mouse  across 
clear  lit  glass  showing  me 
the  pinnacle  of  a  race: 
grown  fully  upon  the  stout  legs  of  technology, 
STOP  REFRESH  and  BACK- 
signs  of  maturity  and  the  rise  from  feral  roots. 

The  RETURN  (enter)  to  circus  freakshows 
and  a  Barnum  &  Bailey  for  entertaining  bored  masses 
with  the  plagues  and  ails  of  the  suffering 
and  the  rot  and  roll  of  the  misfortunate. 
Now  it's  a  Dot  Com  http:/ 
Ringling  Bros,  left  the  tent  and  brought 

bodies 

tortured,  mangled,  brutalized 

to  you  so  you 

never  have  to  move  to  laugh  at 

the  ailments  of  people  sicker  than  you, 

but  not  so  sick  that  they  watch  the  sick  and  smile. 

-Shane  Pathetic  Erath 


Faces  -  Jesse  Butler 
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southern  hospitality 


on  a  natchitoches  road  i 
turned  onto  a  dirt  levee 
to  sit  at  the  basin  and  enjoy  the  lake,  but 

i  got  stuck  in  the  mud. 

there  was  a  farmhouse 

a  short  walk  away.  3dogs 

barked  while  i  told 

my  story  to  a  weather-beaten  face 

"you  are  trespassing  and 
left  track-marks  in  ma  levee,"  in 
a  stern  voice,  i  apologized  and  asked 
for  help,  he  would  tractor-pull  me  out 

for  $50.  i  didn't  have  $50,  only  a  college 

ID  and  my  word  to  pay 

him  back  when  i  could,  a  few  days 

later  i  received  a  warrant  for  my 

arrest,  criminal  trespassing  and  vandalism 

the  officer  was  nice,  he'd  not  file  the  report 

if  i'd  go  and  settle  the  matter  with 

the  Farmer  because  now  i  could  repay  him.  "you  lied 

to  me,"  as  if  i  tried  to 

swindle  him.  those  words  stung,  but  i  gave 

him  my  month  of  labor  and  turned  to  go.  his  wife 

said  as  i  got  into  my  car, 
"well,  it  was  nice  meeting  you 
but  don't  come  back." 

-gletm  ward 


Southern  Hospitality  -  Dclvin  Sims 
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Sitting     in    a     History    Class    on    a 
Monday      Morning      in      February 


"The  people  can  always  be  brought  to  the  bidding 
of  the  leaders  [...]  All  you  have  to  l\o  is  tell  them 
that  they  are  being  attacked,  and  denounce  the 
peacemakers  for  lack  of  patriotism  and  exposing  the 
countr)  to  danger."     Hermann  Goering 


The  Mountain  collapsed.  He 

caused  a  tall  to  the  right.  So  much  rubble 

like  the  bombs — 

the)  don't  whistle  anymore, 

blue  streaks  across  a  shaky  camera 

a  proclamation  of  the  triumph  of  science. 

We've  sure  grown  up  since  Dresden  v43. 

Thick  makeup  masks  fright  well, 
the  shuffling  of  papers  and  the 
burden  of  everyday  lives.  Limelight 
glows  to  flatter  their  faces 
as  they  tell  me  to  climb. 
Clamber  down  the  Mountain; 
it  will  [all.  anyway,  and 

you'll  fall  with  it.  believe  me.  if  you  don't  clim 
pound  a  hole  straight  to  Hell. 

Robespierre  will  show  you  the  way; 

he  knows  the  Mountain. 

Like  the  scholars  and  the  Hollywood  faces 

that  pretend. 

He  knows  the  Mountain 

and  when  it  falls  to  the  right 

you'd  best  be  there  or  you'll  be  under  it. 

"Under  me,"  He  says. 

"And  chastised  Lucifer  waits," 

the  angel  tells  me. 

He  is  not  scared. 

and  no  limelight  and  no  makeup 

can  hide  that  He  is  not  scared — 

wolves  feel  no  fear 

w  hen  they  piss  for  their  territory. 


The  search  under  beds  is  trunk 

there's  no  point  to  opening  caskets  and  crates. 

"You  follow  me," 
He  says,  and  I  must 
because  surely  the  Mountain 
will  be  crushed,  so  much  rubble. 
And  still  1  resist,  east  out. 

"You  follow  me," 

the  Wolf  says, 

"or  else  you  follow  Him." 

-Shane  Padraic  Erath 


Flare  -  Nathan  Calhoun 


T©  pAf  t© 


Men's  room  graffiti  is  like  American  slime. 

Lady  Liberty,  you  majestic  empress,  I've  proofread  your  scripts  and 

Proudly  unfolded  the  shitty  toilet  paper,  the  largest  graffiti  of  our  time. 

Smell  of  urine  and  hanging  phrases, 

"Jenny  suxt  my  cock  here"  and  "Fags  go  to  hell!" 

I  see  swastikas  replaced  with  bible  quotes 

In  red  ink,  "These  are  the  words  of  the  savior"  carved  into  a  sink  and 

My  shoes,  soaked  to  the  sock  with  floor  disease 

Will  never  march  again. 

Tell  me  Pablo,  is  a  poet  a  man  or  is  man  poetry?  I  can't  tell 

Here  surrounded  by  human  refuse, 

My  mind  is  sick  and  I  can't  shake  this  flu. 

I  am  a  man  I  am  a  poet  from  a  raped  land. 

I  want  to  vomit  blood  and  smear  it 

On  these  brain  dead  stalls  and  cake  the 

Inscriptions  with  my  poem,  my  song 

Bleeding  guts  and  bone  all  over  these  walls. 

Let  it  smear  pussy  scribbles. 

Let  it  cover  Jenny  and  her  torch 

Let  it  cover  panty  sniffers  and  fag  hell 

Let  it  cover  the  gushing  cherry  of  man 

Or  perhaps,  I'll  just  light  a  match 

And  purposefully  forget  to  wash  my  hands. 

-Thomas  Parrie 


FRIGHTENING 

He  wrapped  himself  around  a  bottle  of  beer 
Before  he  went  to  work  that  day 
It  put  in  him  the  ability  to  ignore 

And  the  will  to  speak  his  mind 


What  they  asked  was  demanding 
A  curious  lot  with  a  lack  of  understanding 
Wait  till  he's  in  your  shoes 
He  might  be  frightening 
Oh — they're  so  stupid 
Calling  out  lines  that  you've  already  shouted 

-Leslie  Westbrook 
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Don't  give  in  to  the  Pressure 


at  this  very  moment  my 
mind  is  racing,  struggling 
to  fulfill  the  burdens  I've 
taken — exposing  myself  to 
the  world  without  the  proper 
indication — chanting  the  wrong 
incantation,  setting  myself  up 
for  failure  after  a  fluke 
of  streaming  verses — listening 
as  my  mind  curses,  forcing  me 
to  go  into  rehearsal,  terrified 
of  all  the  recognition — hoping  I 
can  keep  them  listening 
as  I  scribble  a  short  prediction 
of  fiery  wells  of  misconception 
the  judges  have  spoken  with 
much  affliction — to  my  mind 
watching  the  verdict  unwind 
blurred  voices  piercing  my 
ears  with  encores,  bravoes,  and 
cheers  forcing  my  hands  to 
switch  gears,  to  bring  the 
people  poetic  fears:  cramped 
fingers,  writer's  block,  and 


most  revered,  competing 
against  the  best  there  is 
a  race  against  someone  you 
only  know  best  as  you 
watch  yourself  ace  the  test 
wondering  what  you'll 
write  next  how  can  you 
beat  someone  who  thinks  like 
you  bringing  the  people 
something  new- 
hands  shaking  your 
palms  drenched  with  sweat 
as  it  drips  down  onto  the  blank  page 
your  speed  is  now  set  at  rage 
time's  still  racing  you're 
not  finished  yet 

heart's  pounding  as  perspiration 
streams  down  your  face 
as  your  mind  comes  to  the  realization 
the  bell's  sounding 
time's  almost  gone 
the  Pressure's  on 

-  Valarie  Clark 


(untitled) 

Wake  up  to  the  rain  pouring  down  toss  around  the  bed  pulled  in  by  the  sound 
of  the  same  routine  beating  down  your  door  dreams  are  more  tempting  than 
selling  your  soul  for  nothing  that  touehes  you  nothing  even  compares  seen 
everything  they  had  to  offer  everything  they  had  to  share  please  father  tell  me 
is  there  something  more  in  this  life  than  running  from  your  problems  feel  the 
pressure  at  all  sides  what  am  I  looking  for  is  there  something  to  find  and  the 
moments  are  fading  farther  how  eould  it  be  that  a  moment  could  be  there  for  me? 

-Ashley  Brooke  Crawford 
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I  could  give  2  sh**'s  and  a  F*** 

I  could  tell  you  how  much  I  care 

[not]     for  these,  they,  them,  the  ones    [who  are] 

overbearing  diseased  fruit. 
Hell,  I  wouldn't  even  call  it  fruit. 

...I  was  in  kindergarten 

and  1  sat  on  a  number 

...I  was  in  7lh  grade, 

teacher  said:  "I  don't  have  to  justify  what  I  do  to  you" 

couldn't  wait  to  fake  sick. . . 

. .  .but  now  I  do  remember  something 

must  of  heard  it  a  thousand  times:  on  the  playground,  in  the  classroom 

at  home,  from  the  window. . . 

DO  NOT  FIGHT 

This  held  reverence  of  commandment. 
Slipped  off  the  lips  of  thousands  of 
Mothers/Teachers/Grandma 
Sunnyside  up  on  the  porch, 
Letting  ya  know  she  was  watchin 

("even  in  death  little  one") 

Break  back  cracks  walkin  and  talking 

Bugeyed  little  snotnose,  didn't  want  to  hurt  a  soul 

Nor  ant  or  leaf 

I  could've  trusted  anyone. 

But  they  broke  that 

Choked  that    closed  the  floodgates 

Now  children  roam  the  streets 
Searching  for  compassion  and  truth 
Jumping  the  bones  of  any  rattling  railroad 
That  might  lead  to  a  little  hope 

I  have  seen  what  they  are  attempting 
Constructing  labyrinths  of  cement 
And  building;  burying  us  in  such 
JiBBAJaB 


But  I  am  Flima  FI-ow 

And  crazier  than  how  crazy  the)  wanted  us 

and  fear  only  the  non-crazy  crazies 

playing  role  playing  life  games 

Mother  Help  Us  ALL 

We  got  a  believer  on  our  hands 

Cocky  and  who  knows  how  not  real 

He  could  be 

I  never  really  seen  any  of  them 

Except  on  T.V. 

The  ones  who  make  me  feel  like  a  child 

Desperate  and  cold  waiting  by  the  telephone 

For  that  sweet  drop  of  sweet  sweetness 

To  smooth  her  voice  over  me 

To  calm  me  and  let  me  know. ... 

Boogey  men  are  real;  saw  one  on  T.V.  the  other  day 

Imagine:  the  reality  of  a  reality  show  about  boogey  men 

OOH  oh  wait  damn  Aah  damn  1  mean  y'all  call  it  the  news 

sorry 

Forgive  me  Cause  I  can't  forgive  them 

DOING  BAD  THINGS  TO  PEOPLE  IS  WRONG 

When  their  green  tint  seeps  in  through  the  crack 
A  fear  buzz  of  smiling  plastic  voices 
Will  they  drive  me  mad? 

They  are  a  teacup  to  the  ocean  my  friend  051 
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bobbing 

in  that  salty  sea  foam 

That  electric  hum  can't  stop  the  dreams  or  the  drums 
Of  green/blue  you,  that's  deeper  than  the  ocean  knew 

Clueless  as  1  am  with  my  ducts  taped 
And  driven  shut  with  a  baseball  bat 

Tears  don't  come  even  at  the  sight  of  radiated  babies 
Plump  with  death,  glowing  in  the  white  hospital  night 

Not  one  salty  ocean  tear  comes 
Haven't  cried  in  years.. 

1  think  it's  cause  this  primetime  dinner  cultured 

corporate  bread  stopped  me  up,  stuffed  in 

padding  for  emotional  distress, 

with  their  Prozacked  attacked 

praying  for  a  big  mac  campaign  track 

WHOAOAOA 

and  I'm  back 

I  just  don't  have  the  time  to  live  out 

Realities  driven  by  fear  and  cock 

Down  a  concrete  crackhigh  way 

Shootin  up  time  capsule  concentrate 

Sucking  on  the  sucking  on  the 

suckin 

We're  going  down 

At  the  whim  of  mad  men 

At  the  whim 

Of  mad  men 

But  I  will  soon  attempt  to 

Dot  com  my  passion 

And  make  it  a  world  wide  web 

-Stonev  Brown 
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Samurai  -  Shauna  Atkins 


£ 


When  I  was  a  kid  with  a  nappy  li'l  Afro, 
I  once  robbed  a  toy  from  my  li'l  neighbor 
Joe,  got  a  real,  good  hittin',  fell  over  kickin', 
but  now  I  know  when  grown  folks  hintin', 
that     ain't     nothin'     worth     havin'     comes     easy. 

A  petty  thief,  a  cold  lyin'  sneak,  who  thought 
life  had  him  beat,  but  failed  to  simply  see  that 
ain't       nothin'       worth       havin'       comes       easy. 

A  dope  dealin'  mother,  a  gang-bangin'  hustler, 
a  crafty-cunnin'  gangster,  who  died  before 
nine,  not  even  tryin',  not  realizin'  that  all 
it  took  was  hard  work,  dedication,  and  a  li'l 
education  to  really  get  hooked, 

ain't       nothin'       worth       havin'       comes       easy. 

Once  had  a  dream  let  it  pass  me  by,  had  the 
scheme  and  the  means  laid  out  all  nice  and  clean, 
but  did  nothin',  just  didn't  have  the  courage 
or     the     faith     to     believe     in     a     greater     Being. 

Enough  said  about  it,  stop  feelin'  sorry,  get  up 
on  your  feet,  and  march  to  the  beat,  'cause  you  can 
make  it,  if  you  have  the  will  and  the  strength  to  take  it, 
but  don't  think  it'll  come  just  dreamin',  'cause 
ain't       nothin'       worth       havin'       comes       easy. 

-Clarence  New 


if  only  you  could  tell  me 
my  future 
before  we  reach 
Chicago. 

this  can't  be  it. 

just  walking  from  car 

to  car 

with  no  real  purpose. 

trying  to  sketch  portraits 
of  the  amtrak  employees 

without  them  noticing. 


Chicago 


like  they  wouldn't  notice  a  large,  bearded  man  staring  at  them 

with  a  sketch  pad  in  his  hand. 


they  all  have  strange  noses, 
and  i  hate  them  for  it. 

if  i  could  draw  surgeons  the  rest  of  my  life  i  would 
the  little  mask  covers  up  their  nose  you  know 

the  train  manager  got  me  to  draw 

some  lady 

for  her  birthday 

sold  it  to  him  for  twenty  bucks. 

i '  m  an  art  prostitute,  VjDJ 

peddling 

my  personal  form  of  expression 

like  it's  a  damn  trade. 

twenty  bucks. 

that's  a  few  meals  i  guess, 
but  my  art  is  going  nowhere 

i  need  to  move  on. 

maybe  to  Chicago. 

-Jan  grissom 
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Breezes 


Trees  and  breezes  go  together 

Like  the  Ocean's  sand  and  waves 

The  breeze  that  blows  the  boughs  of  trees 

Makes  sweet  music  a  heart  simply  craves 

The  gentle  breeze  begins  with  a  whisper 
And  gradually  picks  up  speed 

Then  crescendos  with  wild  and  free  abandon 
Through  arms  that  began  as  seed 

The  breeze  then  returns  to  its  soft,  gentle  dance 
From  one  leafy,  grand  stage  to  another 

Then  frolics  and  tumbles  and  prances  and  stumbles 
Like  a  playful  sister  and  brother 

Trees  and  breezes  go  together 

Like  faith,  and  hope,  and  charity 

With  exhilarating  beauty,  and  exquisite  sounds 
That  echo  with  truth  and  purity 

-Melody  Carson 
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Silhouette  -  Blake  Bennett 


POETfcY  IS  LIKE  POOb 


You  prepare  it  to  your  liking. 

You  season  it  with  flavor. 

After  mixing  the  words  with  spoons  of  color, 

You  take  a  bite  and  savor  its  sweetness. 

And  you  realize  that  you  really  are 

The  best  damn  cook  ever. 

-Leslee  A.  Toney 


The 
INKgame 


Quotation  marks  got  me  cornered 

While  my  pad  and  pen  get  bi/./y  on  my  bed 
All  naked  and  what  have  you 
1  blush  red  as  tail  feathers 
And  sink  into  somewhat 
Of  an  upside  down  pyramid 

The  pen  marks;  the  paper  is  marked  upon 
Their  groove  a  rough  fetish  kiss 
They  both  come  words 
The  tentacles  of  orgasm 
Spreading  like  alphabet  soup 
And  I  can't  get  the  vision  of  paper 
All  wrapped  in  metal  out  of  my  head 
A  leather  black  spiral 
Holding  such  alabaster  flesh 
Lashed  a  delicately  dark  pink 
Then  red,  so  submissive  to  the  pen 
A  student  of  the  word 
On  a  flowering  orgasm  bed 
She  shakes  the  rhythm  of 
An  involuntary  shudder  U 3  V 

Biting  her  lower  lip 
Stuttering  a  soft  moan 
Release  again 
One  divulging  second  later 
Passion  smeared  across  flesh 
Heaving  chest 
hot  in  the  surrender 
I  could  only  read  \\  hat  power  ran  through  her  master? 

The  fire  of  her  pleasure  Her  silent  instrument 

As  it  devoured  her  I  jftjng  the  energ) 

In  its  rapturous  infinitum  Licking  it  across  her 

Wet.. 

-Stonev  Brown 


Natchitoches  Christmas 
Festival  Fireworks 

Beginning  as  suddenly  as  any  explosion,  the  fireworks  fill 
the  night  sky  with  their  shining  primaries,  palming 
into  a  trail  of  flurried  sparks.  They  charge 

towards  their  simple  goal,  passive- 
aggressive:  white-hot  sperm  fertilizing  the  crowd's  excitement — trapped 
in  a  war  declared  by  a  faceless  fuse  man,  somewhere  south 

of  heaven  and  north  of  hell.  The  insouciant  crackle  of  their  death  is 
delayed,  like  the  moment  between  being  cut 
and  feeling  pain.  After  the  lights  have  rocketed 

to  their  unsuspecting  ends,  smoldering  embers  float 

down  and 
smoke  spreads  throughout  the  atmosphere. 

-Christopher  Bowes 
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Crazy  Fireworks  -  Leslie  Westbrook 
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Berries  -  Leslie  Westbrook 


untitled  -  Melodv  Carson 
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Through  the  Looking  Glass  -  Leslie  Westbrook 
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Church  Street  -  C  andice  Pauley 


Western  Vistas  -  Blake  Bennett 


Blue  Ridge  Valleys  -  Benjamin  R.  Hale 
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Firemen  -  Leslie  Westhrook 
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nonaction     \nan-"fik-shDn\     // 
not    invented   by   the    imagination 
or       feigned:       a       true       story 


House  of  Cards  -  Brian  M.  Borsics 


_  No-Limit 

Texas 

Hold'em 


by  glenn  ward 

Five  bucks.  I  played  a  poker 
tournament  the  Friday  before 
Thanksgiving     and     lost     five 
bucks.  I'm  never  lucky  at  the 
casinos. 

We're      talking      Vegas-style 
here:    coordinated    traffic    flow, 
spilled  drinks,  noise  complaints. . . 
the  works.  My  friend's  house  had 
moiphed   into   the  Circus-Circus. 
Four  rooms   stuffed   with   sweaty 
hands,  groping  cards,  and  sliding 
bicycle  chips  across  folding  tables 
moved   like  a  well-oiled  machine. 
The     house     reverberated     to     the 
soundtrack  of  Ocean's  Eleven. 

It  was  Texas  Hold'em  for  a  pot  in 
the  triple  digits.  My  first  round  was  at 
the  local  card  shark's  table,  and  1  lost 
early  on,  but  stayed  to  get  liquored  up. 
Klint  offered  to  drive  me  home. 

Klint  looked  like  a  southern  fiat  guy. 
Even  though  we'd  known  each  other 


for  a  year,  we  were  in  different  circles  and  never  hung 
out  together.  But  he  was  still  warm  and  hospitable  like  a 
country  boy.  We  stumbled  out  of  the  house  together,  then 
he  ran  back  in  to  chat. 

Behan  Street  was  bumper-to-bumper,  and  it  was  5  a.m. 
Since  Behan  is  a  row  of  rotting  houses  rented  to  college 
students,  it  is  normal  for  there  to  be  ears  in  the  road. 
Tonight  the  motor  oil  was  especially  thick. 

The  outline  of  a  person  came  walking  towards  me.  At 
first  I  thought  it  might  be  the  slumlord,  that  old,  hunch- 
backed goblin  with  a  mustache  rivaling  the  Cheshire 
Cat's.  As  a  photographer.  1  had  learned  to  pa>  attention 
to  details;  I'd  heard  a  few  stories  of  her  walking  around 
at  night,  digging  in  trashcans  and  peeping  in  w  indows. 
Surprisingly,  she  and  the  crazy  white-hair  were 
nowhere  to  be  found. 

"Got  a  light?"  the  figure  asked. 
"Sure,"  I  said  and  handed  him  my  lighter.  My 
eyes  were  adjusting  to  the  night  and  the  outline  o\' 
his  figure  began  to  fill  in:  olive-toned  male  about 
5ft  10. 

As  he  lit  his  menthol,  he  lifted  up  the  front  of  his 
shirt,  exposing  his  beltline,  and  a  handgun. 

"Seen  one  of  these'?"  he  asked  me  deadpan.  As 
a  photographer,  you  set  the  aperture  just  right  to 
catch  the  glimmer  off  of  a  gun  barrel  pointed  at 
you.  4.5  f-stop  in  this  light. 

"Yeah."  1  said  smiling.  See.  I  was  from  the 
durrty  South,  Cajun-style  with  hunters,  semi- 
militant  kin  and  whatnot.  1  had  even  slept  under 
a  bridge  in  Atlanta  with  some  homeless  people. 
one  named  Wolverine  who  pulled  out  a  .38 
caliber  and  was... 

"I'm  not  joking."  he  said,  cutting  o\T  my 

inner  monologue.  "I'm  serious.  Gimme  your 

money."  He  pulled  the  gun  out  of  his  pants 

and  held  it  low.  black  barrel  pointed  at  m\ 

kneecaps. 

Armed  robbery   is  absurd,  and   I   realK 
didn't  feel  like  going  through  this. 

"What  are  you  talking  about'.'"  I  said. 

still  half-grinning.  *"l  just  got  done  playing 

poker  and  lost  all  m\  money.  Here,  take  a 

look."  and  1  opened  my  wallet,  showing 

him  that  there  was  nothing  in  it  except 

spiderwebs.  Oh.  and  an  ATM  card  with 


is 


- 


$100  in  m\  account. 

"Anybod)   else  in  the  house  got  money?"  But  after 

that  first  shot  I  remembered  that  a  camera  takes  about  15 
minutes  to  defog  if  the  temperature  is  lower  outside. 

"No,  man/*  1  said,  quickl)  starting  to  sober  up.  "All  o\' 
us  lost  our  money.  The  two  winners  already  left.  We're  all 
college  students.  Broke."  In  the  \  iew  tinder  all  you  see  are 
fuzzy  shapes. 

"How  many  people  are  in  the  house?" 

"1  don't  know."  1  said,  counting  heads  in  my  mind. 
"Maybe  eight  or  nine."  Even  if  you  rub  it  with  a 
terrycloth,  it  still  needs  time. 

"How  many  chicks?"  Nothing  focuses  the  explosion 
of  the  moment  like  a  gun.  You  notice,  just  for  a  second. 
every  twig,  each  pebble,  the  sound  oi^  individual 
crickets  in  the  grass.  Each  second  lasts  an  eternity 
waiting  for  the  camera  to  work. 

"Two.  the  rest  'r  guys." 

The  door  opened.  My  new  friend  told  me  to  be 
quiet.  Klint  said  something  to  the  people  inside,  and 
I  heard  the  house  laugh.  He  turned,  smiling  towards 
us,  and  came  up.  walking  briskly.  Klint  started  to 
ask  me  if  1  was  ready  to  go.  when  he  noticed  the 
gun.  He  froze,  smile  vanishing  instantly.  1  felt 
relieved  and  terrible  at  the  same  time. 

The  stranger  pointed  his  gun  at  Klint. 

"What  about  you,  you  got  any  money?"  Those 
last  few  minutes  you  wait  are  the  worst. 

Klint's  face,  which  had  been  flushed  most 
of  the  night,  went  pale.  Drained.  Even  in  the 
present,  it  is  hard  to  concentrate  and  channel 
out  distractions. 

"Um,  yeah,"  he  said,  opening  his  wallet. 
He  pulled  out  the  bills  and  handed  them  over, 
still  watching  the  gun.  "We  just  don't  want 
any  trouble."  With  the  camera  still  fogged, 
you  feel  helpless. 

"You  got  an  ATM  card,  too?"  the  guy 
asked  Klint.  moving  only  the  gun  and  his 
lips  when  he  spoke. 

"Yeah,  we  just  don't  want  any  trouble." 
Klint  said,  now  drained  completely.  And 
when  he  asked  about  cell  phones,  Klint 
handed  his  over. 

I   looked  both  ol"  them  in  the  eye, 
trying  to  study  the  contours  of  each 


lace.        !        always 
complained    to    co- 
journalists  about 

the  impossibility 

of    catching    a    good 

description  of  a  black 

person's  face  at  night. 

In  most  of  my  nighttime 

shots,  either  the  aperture 

was    too    high    or    the 

shutter-speed     too     fast. 

bleeding  definition 

into       the       background 

or     blurring     the     face, 

respectively.    There    is    a 

wave  of  anxiety. 

"Y'all  are  gonna  take  a 

walk  with  me."  the  guy  said. 

motioning  with  the  gun  for 

us  to  walk  first.  "I  want  y'all 

to  walk  in  front  of  me.  And 

don't  do  anything  funny." 

But    once    the    camera    is 

ready,   I   become  part  of  the 

machine,    and    the   empty-gut 

worry  of  the  future  dissipates 

like    the    fog    on    my    lens, 

absorbing    detail    and    actually 

feeling    external    stimuli.    Even 

conversations  become  a  chance 

to  practice  photography. 

"It    is    a    beautiful    night."    1 

commented,     bracketing    the     f- 

stops  and  clicking  at  60  frames  per 

second.   Stars  poked  through  the 

mist,  and  the  iridescent  streetlight 

turned  the  sidewalk  and  river  birch 

leaves  a  golden  color. 

"Yeah,     I     guess     it     is,"     Klint 
whispered.  Klint's  eyes  were  wide- 
open,  big  black  eyes.  With  a  medium- 
format    camera,    I    could    catch    the 
definition  crisper. 

"So  where  you  from?"  In  the  print 
business,  we  run  tiny  pictures  of  people 
we  quote  in  between  the  news  columns. 
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We   call    them 
shots. 

"Man,  don't  ask  me 

stuff  like   that.    Keep 
walking."   I    shot   loll 
after    roll,    determined 
to     capture     this     one 
perfectly.  In  my  35mm 
bag,    I    carried    around 
a  slip  of  paper  with  the 
words    "shoot    to    kill" 
scrawled  on  it. 

"It's       okay,"       Klint 
said    looking    back,    and 
noticed  that  the  guy  had 
put  his  hand  back  on  his 
gun.  "He  does  this  all  the 
time— just  rambles."  Clear- 
complexion,  silver  earring  in 
left  ear,  NBA  logo  headband, 
plaid  shirt,  dark  blue  jeans, 
and  a  serious  lace. 

"Yeah,"  I  said.  "That's  why 
I  don't  have  a  girl.   I  don't 
know  when  to  shut  up."  With 
that  black  box  in  front  of  your 
face  you  can  say  or  do  anything. 
I've  climbed  on  stages  during 
concerts  before,  just  to  snap  that 
upshot  of  the  bassist. 

"I'm   from    Lake   Charles/"    I 
said.  With  a  wide-angle  lens,  you 
get    a    huge,    oblong    instrument 
jutting  out,  almost  poking  you  in 
the  chin.  Rolling  Stone  pays  big 
money  for  pictures  like  that. 

"Really,"  the  guy  said  looking 
over  at  me,  our  eyes  meeting.  '1  just 
came  from  there." 

"So      what      brought      you      to 
Natchitoches?"  I  asked. 

"Well,  my  brother's  in   jail  and  I 
need  $700  to  bail  him  out,"  he  said, 
turning  back  to  the  road.  "So  you  got 
$300,"  he  said  towards  Klint,  "and  you 
got $100?" 


Strangely,  a  photographer  feels  connected  to.  yet  detached 
from,  what  he  shoots.  That's  how  war  correspondents  can 
function  while  shooting  corpses  and  legless  children. 
"Yeah,  man.  I  got  $300,"  Klint  said. 
"And  I  might  have  SI 00,  but  I  seriously  doubt  it.  I  owe 
my  roommate  S250  this  month  for  rent."  Which  was  true. 
My  loan  check  still  hadn't  come  in  yet,  and  I  was  too 
broke  to  be  gambling  that  night  anyway.  I  was  banking 
on  winning  the  pot.  I  gue 

"I  bet  you  got  S400.  huh?"  the  guy  said  looking  at 
Klint. 

"Yeah,  I  think  I  do.  We  just  don't  want  any  trouble." 

As  we  walked  to  CitiBank  the  amount  kept  going 

up,  reaching  $1,200  by  the  time  we  reached  the  ATM. 

"Now  you  get  the  money  and  we'll  stand  back 

here,"  he  said. 

Klint  nervously  slid  his  card  into  the  ATM  and 
began  punching  buttons. 

"Okay,   I'm   punching   in   SI. 200... it   won't   let 

me  withdraw  that  much."  Klint  said  handing  me  a 

receipt  that  said  the  same  that  I  passed  to  the  guy. 

"Okay,  now  I'm  trying  $700... it's  doing  the  same 

thing..." 

ATM's  have  this  thing  called  "maximum  dail\ 
withdrawal"  that  I  guess  none  of  us  were  familiar 
with,  but  both  Klint  and  I  were  grateful  for.  The 
machine  let  Klint  withdraw  $300,  and  no  more. 

The  drive-through  lights  angled  perfectl)  i'ov 

a  silhouette.  Like  that  portrait  of  dogs  playing 

poker,  dare  the  Terrier  to  call  your  bluff.   If 

you've  been  upping  the  pot  since  the  flop, 

you'll  be  fine. 

"Okay,  now  you  do  it,"  the  gu\  said  nodding 
towards  the  machine  for  me.  Bump  the  ISO  to 
1600  and  hold  the  camera  steady.  Don't  wag 
your  tail  as  the  river  is  laid  down. 

I  stood  between  him  and  the  ATM  and 
punched  in  my  numbers.  1  withdrew  $50. 
Remember  that  you're  a  Rottweiler. 

"Na,  man.  you're  lying  to  me."  Terriers 

bark  really  loud.  "Win   arc  you  lying  to 

me?"  he  asked,  pulling  the  gun  out  again. 

You  can  hold  a  camera  stead)  a  number  o\^ 

ways:  either  tuck  your  elbows  in  or  push 

the  camera  downward  against  the  strap 

until  taut. 
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"Awgh,  come  on,  man,  I'm  broke,"  I  pleaded.  Or  you  can 
just  use  a  tripod. 

He  was  silent,  but  shifted  the  gun.  Next  frame.  Set  the 
shutter  speed  lower  to  1/2  second  to  blur  the  action.  Well,  1 
don't  know  any  Rottweilers  that  can  play  poker,  anyway. 

"Do  it.  Glenn,"  Klint  urged.  Steam  rose  from  the  street, 
like  smoke  from  a  pistol's  barrel.  The  cold  made  our  ears 
red,  but  1  didn't  mind,  and  I  think  Klint  was  too  occupied 
with  how  many  bullets  a  handgun  like  that'd  hold  rather 
than  temporary  discomfort. 

"Okay.  Okay,"  1  said,  punching  in  my  numbers 
again  and  withdrawing  another  $50,  leaving  $10  in  the 
account.  Deflated.  Imagine  a  shaved  poodle. 

I  handed  the  money  to  Klint,  Klint  handed  it  to  the 
man,  and  we  started  walking  down  a  side  street.  The 
five  bucks  I  lost  at  the  poker  tournament  mattered  a 
little  less  now. 

After  shooting  for  half  an  hour,  I  will  usually  take 
a  cigarette  break. 

"Me,  too,"  the  guy  said,  pulling  his  last  Newport 
and  throwing  the  empty  pack  to  the  ground.  1 
handed  him  my  lighter  and  we  kept  walking. 

"Okay,  so  now  that  you  have  our  money,  you 
won't  shoot  us,  right?"  Klint  asked,  burying  his 
hands  in  his  pockets. 

"Yeah,  let's  turn  here,"  the  guy  said,  making  a 
left  through  the  parking  lot  of  some  businesses 
facing  Bossier  Street.  "I'll  leave  y'all  at  that 
sign,"  he  said,  motioning  to  the  billboard  at  the 
intersection  of  Caspari  and  Bossier,  "and  I'll 
leave  your  phone  there,  too." 

At  the  intersection  we  parted,  Klint  and  I 
heading  north  on  Caspari  while  the  guy  went 
west  on  Bossier.  I  looked  back,  and  when  1 
was  sure  he  had  left,  I  pulled  out  my  cell 
phone  and  dialed  911.  No  one  leaves  the 
table  happy. 

The  police  arrived  within  two  minutes 
and  swarmed  the  area,  but  were  unable 
to  find  the  suspect.  We  went  back  to  the 
intersection,    but    couldn't    find    Klint's 
phone,  so  we  went  to  the  police  station  to 
begin  filling  out  forms. 

While  we  were  going  over  the  story 
with  the  police,  Detective  Armstrong,  a 
large  black  man  built  like  those  stone 


monoliths  on  Easter 

Island,     walked     in 

to       begin       asking 

questions.     As     Klint 

was      outlining      the 

story,   I   interrupted  to 

mention    the    pack    of 

cigarettes  our  friend  had 

dropped.      "Cellophane 

can     hold     fingerprints, 

right?" 

"Yes,  it  can,"  Detective 

Armstrong  said  in  a  deep 

bass.    He   nodded   to   his 

coworkers    and    said    we 

three  would  go  see  if  we 

could  find  it. 

Sure  enough,  the  empty 
pack  of  Newports  was  still 
lying  in  the  middle  of  the 
I        street.    Detective  Armstrong 
put     on     some     blue     dish- 
cleaning   rubber   gloves   and 
slipped  it  into  a  brown  paper 
sack  labeled  "evidence." 

After  covering  an  event  like 

a   football   game   or  a   charity 

promotion,   I'll  stay  around  to 

get  the  victory  fists  or  tear-filled 

hugs. 

Instead  of  going  directly  back 

to  the  station,  we  went  back  to 

the  intersection,  to  look  again  for 

Klint's  phone  in  the  dawn  light.  We 

looked,  but  couldn't  find  it  and  all 

got  back  into  the  unmarked  cruiser. 

We  started  driving  slowly  west  on 

Bossier  Street  to  take  the  turn  on 

Behan  to  retrace  our  steps.  If  there  is 

no  emotionally  charged  photo-op  at 

the  end,  I'll  smoke  another  cigarette 

or   start   talking   to    someone    about 

nothing. 

And  then  I'm  unprepared  for  the 
moment,  because  I'm  still  taking 
a    smoke    break    and    chatting   to    the 


hyper       cheerleader 
about  what   kind   of 
hairspray     she     uses 
to  keep  her  ponytail 
from  flopping  around. 
When       it      happens, 
I      frantically      throw 
down  my  cigarette  and 
stop  talking  to  what's- 
her-name    to    grab    the 
camera. 

"Wait,  that's  him;' 
Klint  and  I  yelled  almost 
simultaneously  while 

slinking  down  in  our  seats. 
Both  of  us  weren't  really 
familiar   with    how    tinted 
the  windows  in  a  police  car 
were.   Since  we  could  see 
him   clearly,  we  thought  it 
was  vice  versa. 

It    was    surreal;    he    was 
walking  towards  us  on  Bossier 
Street  with  a  girl  about  his  age. 
He  was  wearing  a  red   shirt 
now. 

"Hold        on," 
Armstrong   said   as 
passed    them    and 
backup  on  the  scanner. 

Those  first  few  shots  will  be  on 
automatic,  just  to  make  sure  you 
have  something  usable. 

We  watched  from  a  distance  as 
the  two  strolled  north  on  Caspari. 
Detective  Armstrong  again  called 
for  backup,  but  must  have  noticed 
that  they  wouldn't  be   there  soon 
enough. 

"I  just  did  the  training  for  this,"  he 
said  while  opening  the  compartment 
between  the  front  seats  and  pulling  out 
a  Glock. 

Sweat  will  build  up  in  the  view  finder 
and  burn  your  eyes  for  staying  open  for 
too  long,  as  if  you're  staring  into  the  sun, 


But  the  beauty  of  each  second  is  too  powerful  to  ignore.  And 
so  you  keep  looking,  knowing  you  might  go  blind,  because 
that  doesn't  matter.  All  that  does  is  if  you  get  this  shot. 

With  that,  he  gunned  it,  and  he  was  out  of  the  car  with 

his  Glock  pointed  at  the  guy's  head  within  two  seconds. 

The  voices  were   mumbled   because  the  car  door  was 

closed.  All  Klint  and  1  heard  was  the  smack  of  a  body 

being  thrown  up  against  the  cruiser.  It  shook  the  car. 

Klint  and  1  looked  at  each  other  in  disbelief,  then  out 
the  back  window,  creeping  closer  to  the  glass.  There 
was  a  face  pressed  up  against  it,  smooshed.  but  still 
definable. 

"Yep  that's  him,"  I  said  to  Klint.  He  nodded,  and  we 
both  stared  in  awe  as  the  arrest  procedure  unfolded. 

We're  talking  COPS-style  here,  live.  Two  more 
cruisers,  the  metallic  snap  of  handcuffs,  money  on 
the  bumper... the  works.  I  hummed  that  "bad  boys" 
line  in  my  head  as  1  watched. 

We  wouldn't  leave  the  station  until  about  nine  a.m. 

because  we  still  had  to  fill  out  our  police  reports. 

And  later  Klint  and  I  found  out  that  we'd  both  get 

our  money  back.  Also,  since  this  happened  so  close 

to  campus,  this  guy  would  be  fully  prosecuted,  a 

minimum  of  15   years  if  convicted.   Detective 

Armstrong  said  it  was  an  open-and-shut  case; 

they  don't  get  any  better  than  this. 

In  the  darkroom,  you  assess  how  well  you  did. 
Pulling  negatives  out  of  the  fixer  shows  what 
really  happened.  It  is  that  simple. 

Five  bucks.   1   played  a  poker  tournament 
the  Friday  before  Thanksgiving  and  lost  five 
bucks.  Well,  sometimes   I   get   lucky  at   the 
casinos. 


Detective 
he  slowly 
called    for 


075 


Beep! 

There    is    no    eseape    from    the    beep   of  the 
telephone. 

'This  is  operator  6108,  may  1   help 
you?" 

The  caller  responds.  "Yes." 

Seconds  pass,  minutes  pass,  and  finally 

the  operator  repeats  the  question. 

"This  is  operator  6108,  may  I 
help  you?" 

The     script     is     clear.     The 

operator  is  only  supposed  to  read 

what  is  on  the  screen  in  front  of 

her.  There  is  no  allowance  for 

variation.  There  is  no  simple 

hello.  She  is  a  number  trained 

to  read  a  computer  monitor. 

"Yes,  I  want  to  order 
that  thing  that  I  just  saw  on 
TV,"  the  caller  responds. 

"Sir,  could  you  tell 
me  the  name  of  the  item  that 
you  saw?" 

"You   mean   you  do 

not  know?  If  you  are  looking, 

it  is  on  the  TV  right  now." 

"Sir,  don't  have  access  to  a 

television  set.  We  are  a  national 

teleservices       company       that 

answers  the  phone  for  hundreds 

of    companies    selling    various 

products,  so  I  really  need  for  you 

to  tell  me  what  the  item  was  that 

you  saw,  sir." 

"Well,"  pause,  "It  was  some 
kind  of  cooking  device  that  cooks  the 
When  entering  the  room,  all  that  can  be  food  for  the  out  of  doors." 

seen  is  a  gray  podium  and  a  series  of  "Are  you  speaking  about  the  Hearty 

gray  cubicles.  The  whole  room  is  a  Grill,  sir?" 

repetition  of  gray  walls,  which  are  all  "Lady,  I  am  not  sure.  It  was  inside  the 

erected  in  a  neatly  lined  gray  row,  TV  about  two  minutes  ago."  The  caller  is 

which  are  filled  with  gray  desks  clearly  agitated. 

and  gray  computers.  The  gray  "Tin  sorry,  sir.  Let  me  read  this  brief  description 

cubicles  have  numerous  rows  to  you  of  the  product,  and  you  can  tell  me  whether 

of  gray  phones  answered  by  or  not  this  is  the  item  that  you  are  interested  in 

gray  operators.  purchasing." 


You? 


By  Melinda  Wiley 

The  nagging  buzz  of  voices  overwhelms 
the  constant  hum  of  the  computers.  It  is  just 
another  day  of  answering  phones  and  trying 
to  calm  already  frazzled  nerves.  There  are 
so  many  operators  in  the  room,  jammed 
like    a    tightly    packed   jar   of  pickles. 


"Okay,  Lady,  go  ahead  "Yes,  sir.   May   I   have  your  credit  card   number, 

and  read."  Deep  sigh.  please?" 

'This     is    a    gas-operated  "Yes.   yes.   you   can.    It    is   4466-8910-6416- 

outdoor     grill      with     cooking  9898." 

utensils.  This  grill  conies  in  enamel  "Thank    you,    sir.    May    I    have    the 

or  stainless  steel.  It  is  easy  to  clean  expiration  date  of  that  credit  card?" 

and  folds  for  quick  storage.   The  price  "This  card  expires  when  I  want  it  to!" 

is  one  payment  of  $29.95   plus   S9.95  the  caller  responds. 

shipping  and  handling;'  "Sir.  there  is  a  number  at  the 

"The  shipping  and  handling  is  that  large?  bottom  of  the  card  that  is  a  month 


Where  are  you  working?  1  will  come  pick  it 
up." 

"Sir,  I  am  in  Louisiana,  but  the  warehouse  for 
the  grill  is  in  Los  Angeles." 

"California?  No,  1  cannot  pick  it  up.  I  am  in 
New  York.  I  will  have  it  shipped,  then.  Here  is  my 
credit  number:  446..." 

"Sir,    I    need    your    name    and    address    first, 
please." 

"Oh,  yes,  I  forgot.  My  name  is  Rashad  Agarwall, 
and  that  is  spelled  R-A-S-H-A-D  and  Agarwall  is 
A-G-A-R-W-A-L-L.  I  live  at  118  North  Cherry 
Lane  in  Bronx,  New  York.  Do  you  need  me  to  spell 
that  for  you?" 

"No,  sir,  I  can  spell  that." 

"Very  good;  you  did  not  sound  like  you  were 
illiterate." 

"Thank  you,  sir.  Now,  how  many  grills  would 
you  like  to  order?  If  you  order  more  than  one 
grill,  the  second  one  is  half  price." 

"I  can  only  order  one  for  now  because  my 
wife  will  already  not  approve.  I  just  do  not 
understand  these  women  here." 

"Yes,  sir,"  the  number  replies  in  a  polite 
tone. 

"I  moved  from  a  country  where  my 
wife  had  to  walk  ten  paces  behind  me 
and  my  camel,  but  now  she  is  driving! 
You    women    need    to    be    back    at 
home  cooking  the  meals.  Are  you 
married?" 

"No,  sir.  Sir,  is  this  all  that  you 


and  year.  Could  you  please  give 
me  that  information?" 
"If  you  insist/' 

6108  responds.  "Sir.  I  cannot 
continue  to  process  your  order 
without  that  number." 

"Very  well,  number 
9-05." 

"Thank  you.  sir.  Is 
this  all  that  I  can  do  for  you 
today?" 

Caller.  agitated. 

"Yes!" 

"Yes,         sir.         we 
appreciate    your    order,    and 
your  order  will  arrive  in  four 
to  six  weeks." 
"Yes!" 

"Thank  you  for  calling." 
Waiting  for  the  next  call.  6108 
leans  out  of  the  cubicle  and  talks 
to  her  friend.  8569. 

8569    says,    "You    will    not 

believe  the  call  1  just  got.  The  man 

had  the  nerve  to  ask  me  w  nether  I 

was  black  or  white.  Like  it  makes  a 

difference  in  whether  or  not   I  could 

take  his  name  and  number  to  send  him 

free  information  on  an  Inflatable  bed." 

6108     responds.     "People     can     be 

frustrating.  I  just  had  a  man  praise  me  for  not 

being  illiterate." 


would  like  to  order  today?" 

"You  sound  old  enough  to 
be   with   babies   now.   You 
should  go  do  that." 


"God,  these  people  need  to  get  a  life.    Do  you 
realize  that  it  is  four-thirtj  on  a  Sunday  morning? 

What  kind  of  person  has  nothing  better  to  do!  Who 
sits  up  this  late  or  gets  up  this  earl)   on  a  Sundax 


morning  to  order  edible 
hair  removal  gel  and  hand 
wax 

"The    kind    of   person    who 
keeps  us  working  in  a  place  like 
this." 

Beep! 

'This  is  operator  6108,  may  1 
you?" 

want   to   order  that   rotisserie, 


help 


have    your    name    and    address, 


"Yes, 
please?" 

"May 
please?' 

"My  name  is  Adam  Harrison.  I  live  at  1700 
South  Oakwood  in  Oshkosh,  Wisconsin. " 

"How  many  rotisseries  would  you  like  to  order 
today?" 

"1  just  need  one,  thanks.  You  really  have  a  sexy 
voice.  Are  you  married?'1 

A  loud  sigh  escapes  6108's  mouth.  "No,  I 
am  not  married.  Would  you  like  to  order  any  of  the 
accessories  available  for  the  rotisserie?" 

"Well,  since  you're  not  married,  would  you 
marry  me?" 

"Sir?" 

"I'm  looking  for  a  wife  for  me  and  my  friend, 
so  if  you've  any  unmarried  friends,  you  could 
bring  one  of  them." 

"Sir,  I'm  not  allowed  to  give  out  personal 
information." 

"OK,  but  if  you'd  give  me  your  name  and 
address  real  quick  then  I'll  mail  you  a  couple 
of  plane  tickets." 

"Sir,  I'm  not  allowed  to  give  out  personal 
information  even  if  I  wanted  to.  Do  you 
still  want  to  order  the  rotisserie?" 

"No,  not  really,  but  keep  my  name 
and  address,  so  if  you  change  your 
mind  you  can  write  to  me." 

"Sure,  thank  you  for  calling." 

6108    bows    her    head,    letting 
it     fall    to    the    gray    desktop. 
Frustration   radiates    from   her 
body. 

Beep! 

"This  is  operator  6108,  me' 


may  I  help  you?" 

"Yes,  can  I  tickle  your  feet?"  This  comes  from 
a  muffled  voice  on  the  other  end  of  the  line. 
"Excuse  me'r* 

"What  would  you  do  if  I  grabbed  your 
feet  and  tickled  them?" 

"Sir,  we  are  a  national   teleservices 
company  that  places  orders  for  various 
products.   Did  you  call   to  order  a 
certain  product  today?" 

"No,  I  just  want  to  tickle  your 
feet." 

Thank     you     for    calling." 

Pressing  the  disconnect  button, 

the  number  begins  to  rub  the 

sides  of  her  head.  A  headache 

is  well  on  its  way.  6108  can 

hear  the  pulse  of  her  entire 

body  pounding  in  her  head. 

8569  leans  over  and 
pats  6108  on  the  back.  8569 
says,  "It's  okay,  6108.  Just 
keep  thinking  that  we  get  off 
at  six.  It's  less  than  an  hour 
away." 

6108  replies,  "I  realize  that, 

but    I'm    sick    and    tired    of 

perverts  and  jerks  that  just  want 

to  call   to  harass  numbers  on 

a  telephone  because  they  have 

nothing  better  to  do." 

"6108,  it's  not  that  they  have 
nothing  better  to  do.  They  just  think 
it's  funny." 

"I  know,"  sighs  6108. 
Beep! 
This  is  operator  6108,  may  I  help 


you?" 
"Yes,   I  am  calling  to  get  the  free 
information  on  genital  herpes." 

"Yes,  sir,  may  I  have  your  name  and 
address,  please?" 

"You  need  my  name  and  address?" 
"Do  you  want  the  information  mailed  to  you?" 
"No,  could  you  just  answer  a  question  for 


"Sir,  I  am  not  a  medical 
professional,  and  I  am  not 
able  to  dispense  any  form  o\' 
medical  advice." 


The  number  says.  "Your  prostate?" 
"Yes,  young  lady,  my  prostate!" 

"Ma'am,  are  you  sure  that  you're  not  calling 
concerning  your  husband's  prostate'.'" 


"1  just  want  to  know  if  the  bumps 
are  supposed  to  be  red  with  this  kind 
of  purplish  look  to  them." 

"Sir,  1  am  sorry.    1  am  not  allowed  to 
answer  any  questions  of  that  nature.   I  can 
read  some  information  to  you  and  connect 
you  with  a  help   line  which   is  staffed  by 
medical  professionals  that  can  help  you." 

"Go  ahead  and  read  the  information,  then." 

"First,  before  I  read  this  information.  1  am 
required  to  ask  whether  or  not  you  would  be 
willing  to  answer  a  personal  survey  for  us." 

"Sure,  why  not?"  the  caller  responds. 

"Okay,  when  were  you  first  diagnosed  with 
having  genital  herpes?"  6108  asks. 

"Six  months  ago,"  caller  responds. 

"Since  you  were  diagnosed  with  genital  herpes 
have  you  had  any  oozing  sores?"  6108  asks. 

"Yes,  a  little,"  caller  responds. 

"If  your  answer  is  yes,  was  the  secretion  an  odd 
color?"  6108  asks. 

"I  just  consider  it  strange  that   I'm   oozing 
anything  at  all,"  caller  responds. 

"Ok,  sir,  have  you  had  any  sexual  partners 
since  you  have  been  diagnosed?"  6108  asks. 

"Yes,  my  girlfriend,"  caller  responds. 

"If  your  answer  is  yes,  is  the  other  person 
aware  that  you  have  genital  herpes?"  6108 
asks. 

"NO!  And  you  better  not  tell  her,  either!" 
Click. 

Sighing  deeply,  6108  bows  her  head 
and  waits  in  tired  silence  for  the  next 
call. 

Beep! 

"This  is  operator  6 1 08.  may  1  help 
you?" 

"Yes,  young  lady,  1  am  calling 
today   to    get    information    on 
my  prostate,"  announces  the 
elderly  female  voice  on  the 
line. 


"I'm  more  concerned  with  my  chances 
o\'  developing  prostate  cancer  than   m\ 
husband's,  because  he  is  dead!" 

Taking    a    deep    breath,    the 
number    decides    not    to    ask    more 
questions. 

"Ma'am,   just    in    case    you 
don't    realize    it.    women    don't 
have  prostates." 
"Are  you  sure?" 
"Yes.  ma'am,  I  am  positive." 
6108  hears  a  click,  and  the 
phone  line  goes  dead. 

"6108'  6108!  8569!  8569' 
You  both  can  go  home  now. 
Your  time  is  up.  and  we  need 
you  off  the  clock." 

8569  says.  "I'm  glad  to  see 
the  beginning  of  this  da\  and 
the  end  of  our  shift." 

6108  replies.  "  'Thank  you, 
God!'  is  all  1  can  say." 

Both    numbers    laugh,    and 
slowly  the  numbers  reach  their 
feet  and  leave  the  gray  walls 
behind  them  for  a  while. 


1 


THE 
TEKRtfci-E 
TEENS 

By  Senneca  Peters 
Boarding  Fool 


The    summer    after    eighth 
grade    was    a    really    rough 
time  for  me.  1  wasn't  getting 
along     with     my     parents, 
at  all.   I   was  doing  things 
I     shouldn't     have     been 
doing,  but  couldn't  seem 
to    understand    why    my 
mom  and  dad  wouldn't 
just   let  me.  After  all.   I 
was  fully  mature  and  had 
the  complete  ability  to  make 
my    own    decisions    at    the 
ripe  age  of  fourteen.  At  least 
I  thought  I  did.   Most  of  our 


School  employees.  My  mom  had  made 

plans  for  me  to  reside  at  their  lovely 

establishment  in  Kusharem.  Utah.  The 

onl\  problem  was  getting  me  there.  Utah 

is  far.  far  away  from  the  sandy  beaches 

and  blue  skies  of  Miami,  Florida.  In  most 

cases.  Sorenston*s  would  send  two  large 

male  employees  to  "pick  up"  their  victim, 

er,  student.  A  typical  pickup  would  include 

these  men  entering  your  bedroom  at  about  2 

\.\i..  handcuffing,  shackling,  and  dragging  you 

to  the  airport  with  no  explanation,  and  boarding 

you  on  a  plane  to  Utah.  Luckily  for  me,  my 

parents  were  pretty  sure  I  was  gullible  enough  to 

buy  a  story  about  summer  camp  to  get  me  there. 

Oh,  was  I  ever  gullible!  My  mom  came  to  me  one 

day  and  mentioned  this  really  great  summer  camp 

in  (of  all  places!)  Utah.  There  would  be  about  100 

kids  my  age  and  plenty  of  freedom,  or  so  I  was  told.  It 

would  give  us  all  time  to  breathe  before  a  new  school 

year.  I  was  reluctant  at  first;  going  to  summer  camp 

sounded  kind  of  queer  (I  was  picturing  "Kumbaya" 

by  the  fire  and  roasting  marshmallows),  and  I'd  have 

to  leave  my  friends.  However,  my  mother  played  up 

the  summer  camp  scheme  so  well  that  she  really 

led  me  to  believe  that  1  w  ould  be  completely  free 

to  do  as  I  pleased.  So  I  agreed  to  go. 


battles  had  something  to  do  with 
my    belligerence,    unwillingness 
to  change,  the  friends  I  hung  out 
with,  the  pot  I  smoked,  or  the  alcohol 
I    drank.    I    was  just    like   everyone 
else,  though.  All  of  my  friends  snuck 
out  their  windows.    All  of  my  friends 
smoked  and  drank.  Their  parents  weren't 
up  their  asses.  We  were  just  having  fun. 

Well  as  it  turns  out,  everyone  wasn't 
doing  what  I  was  doing.  My  parents  had 


I  should  have  known  something  was  up  when 

we  were  greeted  at  the  Salt  Lake  City  airport 

by  an  escort.  Being  the  naive  person  I  was, 

I  thought  she  was  a  guide.  We  proceeded  to 

drive  for  the  next  four  hours  deep  into  the 

middle  of  abso-frickin-lutely  nowhere. 

We    finally    arrived    at    the    "summer 

camp."  The  next  thing  I  knew,  I  was 

being  taken  into  a  separate  room  from 

my  mom  as  she  waved  good-bye. 

1   looked  at  her  thinking,  "peace 


been   through   enough.   Punishments   were   a 
joke,  counseling  was  easily  manipulated,  and 
those  heart-to-heart  talks  were  just  not  enough 
to  keep  me  out  of  trouble.  They  couldn't  control 
me  and  weren't  ashamed  to  admit  it.  They  threw 
up  their  white  flag,  surrendered,  and  called  in  the 
peacemakers. 


biaaach!"  1  had  no  idea  I  wouldn't 

see  her  again  for  almost  a  year.  A 

strange  woman  began  to  search 

me  and  take  my  belongings. 

Then    1    was    informed    of 

exactly    where    I    was   and 

how  long  I'd  be  staying. 


These  peacemakers  came  in  the  form  of  Sorenston's 


can    still    hear    the 


I 

life 


woman's    tone.       Although    the 

words    were    mostly    a    blur,    the 
ones  I  did  hear  cut  through  me  like 
a   knife.   "Sweetie?    Hi.   blah.   blah, 
blah  minimum  security  placement... a 
boarding  blah,  blah,  blah...  Sorenston's 
School... blah.  blah...   staying   here...   I 
need  to  go  through  your  blah.  blah,  blah." 
I  couldn't  say  anything  right  aw  ay  because 
I  was  too  busy  picking  my  jaw  up  from  the 
floor.  Eventually  I  think  I  replied  by  saying, 
"Oh  no,  I'm  just  here  for  the  summer  camp 
Thanks/'  After  a  few   awkward  moments, 
began  to  realize  that   I   was  tricked.   My 
would  never  be  the  same. 

The  woman  told  me  her  name  was  Phyllis.  She 
was  the  intake  counselor,  and  she  needed  to  go 
through  all  of  my  personal  belongings.  She  took  all 
of  my  clothes  out  and  separated  the  ones  1  could  keep 
from  the  ones  that  would  be  sent  back  home.  1  think  I 
had  one  shirt,  a  white  bra,  and  some  Nike  sandals  that 
were  okayed.  All  of  my  other  shirts,  shorts,  pants,  cute 
underwear,  and  shoes  were  banned.  Nothing  rernotelx 
stylish  would  drape  my  body  the  entire  time  1  spent 
there.  Phyllis  then  proceeded  to  hand  me  about  five 
pairs  of  very  large,  cotton,  horrendous  granny 
panties,  a  package  of  Hanes  white  T-shirts,  and 
three  pairs  of  really,  really  hideous  Wrangler 
jeans.   Yes,   I   wore   Wranglers.  All   o(  my 
jewelry  was  taken  and  my  acrylic  nails  were 
soaked  off.  I  was  officially  stripped  of  any 


soon   found  out  that  was  one  of  main    types 

of  "character  building."  otherwise  known  as 

punishment.  The  woman.  Phyllis,  whom  I 

had  been  following,  was  talking  the  whole 

time,  but   I   was  too  husx    staring  out  at 

the    \ast    nothingness    that    surrounded 

me    to    hear    a    word    she    said.    Alter 

what  felt  like  a  really  long  walk,  she 

showed  me  to  my  cabin.  I  stood  at  the 

stoop  staring  up  at  this  small,  old. 

wooden,    two-story    building.    All 

the  windows  were  open  and  girls 

were  hanging  out  of  each  of  them. 

They  were  all  calling  at  me  the 

way  construction  workers  yell 

out  to  women   who  pass  by. 

As  I  entered.  1  passed  about 

twenty-fix e  girls  asking  me 

question     after     question. 

Phyllis  told  them  to  leave 

me  alone  and  showed  me 

to  my  bed.  She  gave  me 

my  bag  and  left. 

That       was       just       the 

beginning    of   my    boarding 

school      experience.      I      was 

completely    duped    into    going 

there  and  swore  to  myself  that 

I  was  just  hallucinating.  1   found 

out   that   Sorenston's    School    was 

no   figment   of  mx    imagination.    It 


was  the  reality  that  I  call  mx  teenage 
years.  Some  memories  are  good  and 
others  are  bad.  but.  box.  do  I  have  some 
stories  to  tell.  .  . 


ntroducing  the  Class  of  2000. 


identity  w  hatsoever. 

After  that  ordeal,  Phyllis  led  me  through 
the  compound  (as  it  was  affectionately 
called  by  staff).   1  passed  a  large,  gray 
bam  that  seemed  to  have  animals  just 
spewing  from  it.  There  were  pigs, 
goats,  horses,  cows,  and  even  a  few 

water  buffalo  (they  really  freaked  I  attended  Sorenston's  School  for  tw  o  x  ears. 

me    out).    1    continued    xxalking  Although  I  didn't  graduate  from  there.  I  began 

in  utter  disbelief.   I  remember  to  wonder  about  the  well-being  of  our  eountrx 

passing  some  kids  in  orange         when  1  sat  down  one  day  to  analyze  the  students 
jumpsuits  sitting  on  a  fence.  who  would  be  graduating  in  the  new  millennium. 

1  thought  to  myself.  "What  Although  I  can't  say  1  miss  anx  of  them.  1  am  glad  to 

type  of  strange  people  pass  have  known  them.  Bx  knowing  such  odd  mdix  iduals. 

their  time  doing  this'?*'  I  I  feel  like  I  can  really  read  people  xerx  well  now.  Lei 


me  just  share  a  couple  of  my  favorite 
classmates  with  you. 

First  o(  all,  there  was  Jonathan.  He 
was  a  younger  boy  who  had  no  parents 
and  u  as  often  caught  screw  ing  the  farm 
animals.  He  had  a  fascination  w  ith  the 
goats.   Needless  to  say,  punishments 
such  as  cleaning  the  barn  weren't 
given  to  him.  Everyone  felt  pretty 
bad  for  him.  I  mean,  turning  to 
goats  for  affection  is  a  serious 
issue.  He  obviously  spent  A  LOT 
of  time  in  therapy. 

Now  comes  a  girl  named 
Bronwyn.    She    was    a    self 
proclaimed  Satan  worshipper. 
We  shared  bunk  beds  for  a 
while.  I  can  still  remember 
how     1     would     lovingly 
torture    her   every    night 
by  singing  "Jesus  Loves 
Me"  over  and  over  again. 
She  would  kick  and  scream  The  Socks 

the  whole  time  as  I  laughed 
hysterically.  She  pretended  to 
hate  me,  but  deep  down  inside 
I  think  she  had  a  special  place 
for  me  in  her  heart. 

Monica  was  a  three-hundred- 


Last,    but    not    least.    1    remember 

Bonnie.    She    was    from    Hollywood, 

California.  Her  dad  was  an  actor  and 

had  cameos  in  hits  like  John  Travolta's 

Grease.  She  had  followed  in  his  footsteps 

and   was   our   resident   movie   star.    Her 

movies  weren't  exactly  G-rated,  though. 

I  believe  her  claim  to  fame  was  a  movie 

called  Greased.  Apparently,  when  her  father 

was  perusing  a  local  movie  store,  he  stumbled 

upon  a  couple  of  her  acting  endeavors.  He  was 

less  than  thrilled  and  sent  her  out  to  Utah  to 

"think  about  what  she  had  done"  for  a  while. 

I  guess  you  could  say  we  had  a  very  diverse 

group  of  students,  to  say  the  least.  I  had  thought 

about  going  to  classmates.com  to  see  what  they're 

all  up  to  these  days.  Then  reality  set  in.  All  I  can  do 

now  is  chalk  it  up  to  experience  and  laugh  at  all  the 

surreal  memories  I  have.  I  bet  the  nerdy  guy  who  sat 

next  to  you  in  Chemistry  class  is  looking  pretty  good 

right  now.  .  .right? 


It  all  started  on  Christmas.  I  was  one  of  the 
few  kids  at  school  who  didn't  get  to  go  home  on 
a  visit.  Luckily,  the  owner  of  Sorenston's,  90- 
year-old  Bumell,  was  kind  enough  to  purchase 
gifts  for  the  poor  little  children  who  had  no 


pound  Mexican  gangster.  We  were  parents  (some  kids  were  wards  of  the  state 

also  bunkmates.  Don't  worry,  I  was  and  permanently  resided  at  Sorenston's 
on  top.  She  had  teardrops  tattooed  on  School)  to  get  them  presents.  .  .and  me. 
her  face  and  a  very  long  list  of  names  I'm  still  bitter  about  my  parents  not 
down  her  back  of  "homeboys"  who  had  getting  me  anything,  but  this  story  just 
died.  Most  people  were  very  scared  of  wouldn't  have  been  the  same  if  they 
her.  A  lot  of  the  kids  didn't  understand  why  did. 

she  never  messed  with  me  and  said  I  was  On  Christmas  morning  I   woke 

lucky  to  be  alive  since  I  got  stuck  living  with  up  just  as  excited  as  can  be  and 
her.  What  they  didn't  know  was  that  I  knew  ran  to  the  gym  where  we  were 
a  little  secret  about  her.  I  was  assured  a  spot  all  supposed  to  gather.  I  had 
on  her  good  side  because  I  knew  that  Monica,  been  dreaming  the  night  before 
the  mi  vida  loca  bad  ass,  peed  the  bed  just  about  of  chocolate,  new  clothes. 
every  night.  Yes,  sir,  you  heard  me  correctly.  I  perfume,  and  all  the  other 
never  told  anyone  and.  in  exchange,  I  reaped  the  possible  gifts  I  might  receive 
benefits  of  being  friendly  with  the  Mexican  Mafia  of  the  next  morning.  The 
Sorenston's.  littlest  things  became  so 


desired  because  we  were  stripped         with  nothing  but  rice,  water,  and  a  couple  of 
of  anything  but  the  necessities.   I  bouillon  cubes.  A  counselor  had  built  me  a 

heard  my  name  being  called,  and  lire  and  suggested  that  1  keep  it  going  so  no 

I  ran  up  to  the  counselor  who  was  animals  would  bother  me.  I  decided  I  didn't 

passing  out  gifts.  She  looked  at  me.  care.  So.  1  took  o\T  m\  shoes  and  socks. 

smiled,  and  said.  "Merry  Christmas.  laid  them  by  the  tire  to  warm  up.  and  Tell 

sweetheart."  Then  she  handed  me  a  box  asleep.  When  I  woke  up  I  found  nothing 

wrapped  in  pretty  red  paper.  1  began  to  but  the  ashes  of  those  stupid  socks.  All 

open  it.  What  1  found  inside  just  brought  I  could  do  was  sit  there  and  laugh.  My 

tears  to  my  eyes.  This  was  already  a  really  feet  were  cold  for  the  next  couple  of 

emotional  time  for  me,  so  the  tears  weren't  days,  but  I  survived.  .  .without  the 

very  unexpected.  I  could  hardly  believe  what  socks. 

I  was  seeing.  1  was  completely  overwhelmed. 
I  reached  inside  that  box  and  pulled  out  my  one 
and  only  Christmas  gift  and  just  stared  at  it.  1 
was  in  awe.  I  had  received  just  a  pair  of  socks.  I 
shouted  out,  "That's  it?  Are  you  kidding  me?  Is  this 
a  sick  joke?  I  only  got  a  pair  of  freaking  socks  for 
Christmas?"  I  was  livid.  The  socks  weren't  even  cute. 
They  were  peach-colored  insulated  work  socks!  I  went 
to  my  room  and  cried  for  hours.  I  know   I  should've 
been  grateful  that  I  received  anything  at  all.  To  be 
honest.  I  couldn't  even  muster  the  words  "thank  you" 
to  Burnell.  I  hated  my  life. 

After  that  horrible  day  was  over.  I  tried  to  move 
on  with  my  life.  I  just  figured  whatever  didn't 
kill  me  would  make  me  stronger.  I  was  lying  to 
myself,  though.  1  had  extensive  conversations 
with  my  therapist  and  was  finally  able  to  let 
go.  I'm  a  better  person  now.  .  .and  much 

more  materialistic!  I'll  put  it  to  you  this  aqi 

way,  I  pick  my  own  Christmas  gifts  now.  UOJ) 

I  wish  I  had  those  socks  today.  1  would 
have  framed  them  and  hung  them  up 
over  the  mantel  like  a  prize  just  to 
mock  myself.  However,  in  a  strange 
turn  of  events,  that  pair  of  socks  had 
a  tragic  end. 

A  couple  of  weeks  after  my 
ordeal,  I  had  gotten  into  some 
trouble.  As  a  punishment  for 
not  doing  something   I   was 
supposed  to,  1  was  guided 
ten  miles  up  the  side  of  a 
mountain   and    left   there 


One  of  the  older  bouncers  came  up 

to  me  and  grinned.  "Man,  you  look  like 

somebody  took  out  your  spine  and  slapped 

you  with  it."  This  was  Big  Josh.  I  knew  the 

guy  from  high  school.  He  \\  as  the  center  on  the 

football  team  when  my  older  brother  was  the 

quarterback.  Huge  guy,  and  pretty  damn  smart. 

too.  Considering  how  seared  1  was.  I  hung  on  to 

every  bit  of  advice  he  offered:  "Okay,  man.  listen. 

It's  only  like  nine-thirty.  All  that's  in  here  right 

now  are  the  old  fogeys  that  bitch  about  the  good 

ol'  days  when  they  had  a  bucking  barrel  instead 

of  a  dance  floor  and  none  of  the  women  wore 

bras  underneath  their  wifebeater  tanktops." 

I  had  to  snicker  at  that.  "Yeah,  whatever 

happened  to  proper  debauchery?" 

Josh    nodded    to    one    of   the    older 
passersby,    and    the    guy    stopped    and 
started  talking  to  Josh  as  if  Josh  was 
his  long-lost  son,  but  Josh  just  turned 
back  to  me  and  started  talking.  "Yeah, 
most  of  them' 11  ask  what  you  do  for 
a  living,  and  when  you  tell   'em 
you  go  to  college,  they'll  ask  if 
you    ever    considered    working 
offshore.  Just  remember,  these 
people    spend    lots    of  damn 
money,  so  when  you  tell  'em 
to  fuck  off,  do  it  politely." 
I    nodded    an    affirmative, 
CO  By Darrin  Campbell  dimly  aware  that  the  man 

next    to    Josh    was    still 
I  felt  like  that  little  ugly  kid  on  the  first  day  of  talking, 

school  in  the  middle  of  a  bunch  of  metro-sexual,  After  a  while,  the  old 

Abercrombie  model  wannabes  who  were  armed  man  left  and  younger  people 

with     boat     paddles     saying.     "Resistance     is  started    streaming    in.    Josh 

futile,"  or  something  of  the  sort.  It  was  my  stood  next  to  me  at  the  desk, 

first  night  as  a  bouncer  at  a  bar  that  I  swear  showing  me  how  to  catch  fake 

Hollywood  modeled  Roadhon.se  after.  Sure.  IDs  and  such.  He  snickered  at  one 

I  was  confident  enough  to  handle  myself         and  then  showed  it  to  me.  I  looked 
in  a  fight,  but  something  told  me  that  this  at  the  kid  who  had  tried  to  use  it.  He 

would  require  more  than  just  fighting.  couldn't  have  been  taller  than  five  foot 

I  looked  down  at  the  yellow  security  six,  and  no  more  than  a  hundred  fifty 

shirt  the  owner  had  given  me.  and  I  pounds.  Then  I  looked  at  the  ID  that  Josh 

lit  another  cigarette,  my  tenth  that  was  holding.  I  smirked;  the  picture  looked 

night.  like  the  kid,  but  it  read  six  foot  two  under  the 
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height  and  two  hundred  pounds  under  the  the    average    level    o\'    testosterone 

weight.  I  shook  my  head,  and  Josh  tucked  gets   higher  as  the   night   goes  on. 

it  into  the  drawer  next  to  the  cash  register  as  Well,  the  level  of  common  sense 

he  looked  baek  up  to  the  kid.  "'Well,  tell  Big         decreases    proportionally.    Pretty 
Bubba  or  whoever  let  you  borrow  this  that  it'll  soon,  there's  gonna  he  a  kind  of 

be  twenty-five  bucks  to  get  it  baek.  Get  the  fuck         Chinese  standoff,  like  the  crowd 
outta  here."  The  kid  turned  ass-white  and  ran  out  turns  into  a  powerkeg  waiting 

the  door.  to  be  sparked.   Now.  it's  our 

1  laughed  again.  'That  motherfucker  had  the  job  to  either  extinguish  the 

nerve  to  aet  surprised. "  spark   before   it  drops  or  to 

Josh  sniekered  and  patted  my  shoulder.  "Okay,  snuff   it    out    as    quickl}    as 

I'll  be  back  for  the  eleven-thirty  exodus."  When  possible." 

I  looked  at  him  quizzically,  he  explained.  "At  One  of  the  bartenders  flagged 

eleven-thirty,   about   a   hundred   people   are  us  by  flashing  a  maglite,  and  Josh 

gonna  show-  up  all  at  once.  It's  a  fact,  so  let  patted  me  on  the  shoulder  again. 

it  be  told,  set  in  stone,  or  whatever  the  shit.  "This  is  your  baby  for  the  rest  of 

Relax  for  now."  the  night.     1  gotta  go  restock  beer." 

After  he   left,   1   began  to  study  the  I  straightened  myself  and  kept  at  it. 

dynamics  of  this  crowd.  The  old  people  The  night  was  actually  turning  out  to 

had  mostly  left  now,  except  for  one  or  be  pretty  fun.  1  was  flirting  with  random 

two  that  stood  next  to  the  stage  and  girls  who  were  flirting  back;    I   got   to 

ogled  the  young  girls  who  danced  heckle  and  laugh  at  the  sloppy  drunks  and 

like  they  were  fornicating  with  air.  ogle  the  sexy  ones.  Then.  m\  entire  chi  got 

That's  when  it  hit  me.  The  average  fucked  up.  There  was  a  fight, 

age     was     getting     lower     and  It  was  between  an  average  couple  for  thic 

lower,  but  the  average  level  of         crowd:  the  girl  was  just  over  eighteen  and  the 
testosterone  in  this  crowd  was  guy  was  almost  thirty.  They  got  into  a  tussle  about 

getting  higher  and  higher.   1  someone  who  slept  with  someone  else  about  two 

nodded     to     myself,     and  years  ago  at  someone  else's  prom  when  someone's 

Josh  returned  about  thirty  dog  was  humping  someone  else's  leg  on  the  tailgate 

minutes  later  and  handed  of  someone  else's  truck,  or  something  of  the  sort.  I'd 

me  a  Red   Bull.   "Here,         noticed  that  a  lot  of  these  people  hold  grudges  for  life 
this'U  amp  you  up."  He  over  the  dumbest  damn  things, 

looked  at  his  watch.  "It'll  The  fight  happened  about  twelve  feet  awa\  from 

be  eleven-thirty  in  five,  four,  me,  just  behind  the  railing  that  separated  the  foyer 

three,  two,  one."    He  pointed  and  the  dancefloor.  I  was  the  closest  b\  at  least 

at  the  door,  and  it  opened  as  fifty  feet  from  any  of  the  other  bouncers,  which 

predicted,  people  streaming  in.  is  like  two  miles  when  considering  pushing 

I  spent  the  next  thirty  minutes  in  through  a  crowd  like  this.  I  left  my  stool  and 

constant  motion.  Take  ID,  check  ID.  hopped  over  the  rails,  and  1  split  the  couple 

take  money,  count  money,  put  money  up  by  just  hopping  in  between  them  and 

in  register,  take  age  band  (the  color  on  pulling  the  "Hoi)  Moses"  split,  as  Josh 

the  left  was  for  21+,  the  right.  18-20),  named  it  later.  This  entailed  shoving 

attach  band  to  wrist,  repeat.   During  all  one  hand  into  each  lighter's  chest  and 

of  this,   1   took   in  some   more   bouncerl)  pushing   baek.   splitting   them    like 

knowledge  from  Josh.  "Okay,  like  you  said,  the  Red  Sea.  The  girl  quickl)  ran 


outside,  and  Bulldog,  another  one  of        The  guy's  friends  ran  and  picked  him  up. 
the  bouncers  whom  Josh  had  labeled  and  the  guy  was  shouting  back  at  me,  "You 

as  "kill  crazy  but  entertaining  to  shon  of  a  bitch.  I'll  fuggin'  own  e'erythang 

no  end,"  ran  out  after  her.  Josh  you  gotsh!    Fma  shue  you!"  I  chuckled  and 

walked  by  me  and  said,  "Take  called  after  him,  "Try  it,  ya  dumb  bastard.  If 

him  out,  but  keep  hands  on  him.  liquidated,  I  ain't  worth  more  than  a  Snickers 

Make  sure  he  can't  get  at  the  bar!"  Big  Josh  walked  up  behind  me  with  a  grin, 

girl."   I   nodded  and  grabbed  patting  my  shoulder. 

the  guy  by  the  shoulders  and  "Night  ain't  over  yet,  amigo,"  he  said  as  he 

started  escorting  him  out.  stepped  outside,  then  looked  back.  "They're  all 

The    guy    tried    to    squirm  leaving;  just  chill  at  the  desk.  Closing  time's  in 

a  couple  of  times,  but  I  held         about  thirty  minutes." 

fast.   Eventually,  he  got  brave.  I  just  sat  back  at  my  desk  and  grinned.  I 

He  shrugged  out  of  my  grasp  and  wasn't  shaking  like  a  virgin  with  a  harem 

threw  a  haymaker  punch  at  me.  anymore.   1  was  one  of  the  alpha  wolves 

Then  something  weird  happened.  running    this    drunken    pack.    I    was    a 

It  was  like  time  stood  still,  like  some         bouncer, 
freeze-frame  on  a  cheap  Matrix  knock 
off.  I  can  distinctly  remember  another 
one   of  the   bouncers   standing   a   few 
feet  behind   my  assailant.   Both   of  the 
waitresses  were  a  short  distance  behind 
him.      Somewhere  behind  them  someone 
sneezed.  One  of  the  bartenders  was  trying 
to  do  a  Cocktail  trick  with  a  flipping  whiskey 
bottle  while  the  other  one  was  leaning  over  the 
bar  trying  to  watch  the  fight. 

Once  this  slow  mode  ended,  the  punch  flew.  I 
leaned  back  and  watched  the  punch  go  by,  sniffing 
spilled  beer  as  the  fist  barely  grazed  under  my  nose. 
My  instincts  took  over,  and  I  shoved  the  guy  from 
behind  by  swinging  both  of  my  amis  like  bats  to  his 
back,  and  I  kicked  up  with  one  foot  to  take  both 
of  his  feet  out  from  under  him.  With  his  forward 
momentum  and  the  spin  I  put  on  him,  the  fucker 
flipped  like  a  quarter  and  flew  a  good  eight  feet 
off  the  carpet  to  the  tiled  entrance,  landing 
against  the  wall  and  drink  shelf  with  a  huge 
crash  of  half  empty  beer  bottles  and  thin 
wooden  paneling. 

The  guy  looked  outraged,  at  least  until 
he  tried  to  stand  up.  His  leg  buckled 
under  him  and  to  the  side.  Yep,  that's 
a  blown  knee.  I'd  seen  it  personally 
on  myself  some  years  back.  Also, 
his  nose  started  pouring  out  blood. 
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0  11  H  I  MO 
W    A    Y 


ByAshliDaiglc 


I  hear  her  before  1  see  her.  Her  truek  shuts  off, 
follow  ed  by  a  door  and  footsteps.  She  always  did 
prefer  power  trucks  to  small  cars.  "Cars  are  for 
people  who  have  nothing  better  to  do  with  their 
time,"  she'd  laugh  as  she  revved  her  engine.  I 
don't  know  what  it  is,  but  a  chick  with  a  stick 
shift  is  sexy. 

1  watch  as  she  groggily  stumbles  through  the 
door,  a  sleepy  smile  glued  to  her  tired  face  by 
shiny  moisture  as  she  licks  her  lips.  Her  hair,  a 
mess  of  curly  tangles,  is  piled  on  her  scalp  and 
suspended  in  midair  by  a  black  chopstick.  I 
silently  wonder  if  she  still  lives  with  that  damn 
cat  of  hers,  and  if  she's  seeing  anyone  new.  I 
shrug  inwardly  . . .  it's  really  none  of  my  business. 
She  can  do  whatever  she  wants  with  her  life.  I'm 
doing  what  1  want  with  mine,  aren't  I?  I  do  kind 
of  miss  little  Genevieve,  though.  That  cat  was  so 
annoyingly  cute  that  you  couldn't  hate  it. 

1  shake  my  head  bemusedly.  It's  nearly  three 
and  she's  actually  smiling;  that  has  to  be  a  good 
sign.  She  hasn't  bothered  to  dress.  Of  course, 
what  do  I  expect  when  I  call  her  in  the  middle  of 
the  night  and  try  to  explain  that  I've  been  slapped 
by  a  muse  in  my  dreams,  and  I  need  her  help  right 
away?  She  had  every  right  to  tell  me  to  write  it 
down  and  wait  until  at  least  eight  to  call  back,  but 
no.  she's  here,  and  she's  still  in  her  stained  tank 
top  and  blue  plaid  pajama  pants.  She  has  always 
loved  those  pants,  and  the  rip  in  the  left  knee 
shows  it.  I  smile  as  I  remember —  that's  the  rip 
I  put  there  the  last  time  I  saw  her.  She's  wearing 
only  a  hint  of  leftover  mascara,  and  she's  thinner 
and  paler  than  three  years  ago,  but  she's  never 
looked  more  beautiful,  I  think. 

She  slides  her  jacket  across  the  sofa  and  drops 
her  backpack,  letting  out  a  dejected  sigh.  "Okay. 


I'm  here.  I'm  not  sure  why  I 
dragged  myself  out  of  bed  at 
two-thirty  in  the  morning,  but 
1  did." 

"Yeah,  yeah,  okay  .  .  .  thank 
you.  It's  just  that  the  muse 
hit  and  I  really  need  to  get  all 
this  clone."  I  let  my  arm  drift 
over  the  control  panel  splayed 
in  front  of  me.  Several  sheets 
of  lyrics  and  a  few  pages  of 
notation  are  haphazardly  spread 
on  the  counter  that  I've  been 
trying  to  work  at.  Trying,  yeah, 
that's  it.  Actually,  I've  been 
wondering  if  she'd  show  up  at 
all,  not  getting  very  much  done 
in  the  meantime.  I've  only  got 
a  week  left  to  finish  ten  songs, 
and,  between  work  and  family, 
studio  time  is  hard  to  come 
by.  She  waves  her  hand  and 
shakes  her  head,  leaning  over 
to  see  what  I've  already  done.  I 
watch  her  try  to  hide  a  grimace 
at  the  lack  of  progress  on  the 
soundboard  table. 

"Don't  worry,"  she  chuckles 
gently,  her  arms  rising  in  a 
simple  defense.  1  see  them  as 
I  used  to,  an  embrace  of  the 
invisible.  A  hug  to  the  one  who 
should  always  be  there,  but  is 
not  and  maybe  never  was.  "I 
know  the  feeling,  so  I  won't 
do  you  in  just  yet.  She's  a  hard 
woman  to  tame,  and  she  likes  to 
roar  at  the  oddest  of  moments, 
as  you  should  recall." 

I  feel  my  ears  turn  crimson. 
The  last  time  my  muse  yelled, 
it  was  in  the  middle  of  a  make- 
out  session  with  her.  To  my 
surprise,  she  gives  me  her 
crooked  smile  and  closes  her 
eyes  sleepily.     It  is  still  really 


early.       "But    next    time    you 

call  me  al  two-fifteen,  you'll 
be  answered  by  a  dial  lone. 
WRITE  IT  DOWN."  Herfinger 
jabs  playfully  into  my  chest  to 
emphasize  the  command.  "You 
know  1  always  keep  a  notebook 
by  my  bed  and  in  my  car  for  that 
reason.  You  never  know  w  hen 
your  muse  will  kick  you  right 
between  the  eyes  ...  or  other 
places,  for  that  matter." 

I  smile.  The  last  time  we 
worked  alone  like  this  was  over 
three  years  ago  and,  although 
I  remember  every  detail, 
everything  about  her  screams, 
"I've  moved  on."  She  hasn't 
even  asked  why  I've  called  her 
after  all  this  time,  even  though 
I  know  she's  dying  to  know. 
She's  too  proud  to  ask,  always 
was.  She'd  never  just  break 
down  and  demand  an  answer 
no  matter  how  much  it  would 
kill  her. 

"Why  don't  you  just  say  it?  I 
know  you  want  me  to  ask.  but 
I  don't  care.  Work  is  work,  no 
matter  who  it  is,"  she  blurts  out, 
not  moving  her  eyes  from  the 
sw  itchboard  as  her  fingers  race 
over  the  dials  and  buttons. 

"Ask  what?"  I  reply,  feigning 
innocence  and  trying  to  hide  my 
pain  from  her  last  comment.  I 
still  don't  know  how  she's  gotten 
so  good  at  reading  my  thoughts. 
or  how  she  learned  to  cut  me 
down  with  such  nonchalant 
ease.  "I  have  no  idea  what  you 
mean."  She  quickly  glances 
upward  as  1  shrug. 

"Don't  play  coy  with  me. 
dammit!  I'm  not  some  ditz  you 
can  play  cute  with.    You  want 


me  to  ask  "win  me?'  Well.  I'm  not  going  to  do 
it.  so  cither  you  tell  me  or  you  don't.  It  makes 
no  difference  to  me.  Either  way,  quit  staring  and 
finish  so  we  can  leave."  I  ler  face  turns  red  as  she 
takes  a  breath  from  her  outburst  and  returns  her 
fingers  to  the  panel  of  matching  cherr\  dials. 

1  turn  away,  slightl)  embarrassed  for  her. 
partly  because  I  know  she's  right,  partly  because 
1  know  she'd  never  feel  embarrassed  for  herself. 
1  wonder  if  that's  a  good  trait  or  a  bad  one.  She 
never  was  the  least  bit  bashful,  even  if  she  does 
flush  a  beautiful  shade  of  scarlet.  1  feel  my 
lips  lift  slightly  at  the  knowledge  that  her  blush 
doesn't  just  extend  to  her  neck  and  the  tips  of  her 
ears,  but  to  the  tips  of  her  toes  as  well.  She's  this 
light,  dusty  shade  of  rose  all  the  way  down  her 
body  when  she's  heated.  I  subconsciously  slap 
myself.  I  shouldn't  be  thinking  thoughts  like  this: 
I  should  be  finishing  while  it's  still  dark  outside 
and  not  yet  daylight.  I  don't  want  to  spend  all  day 
in  here,  either. 

She  begins  to  hum  a  distant  tune,  and  1  briefly 
recall  how  she  would  bite  her  bottom  lip  and 
make  her  beautiful  purring  noise  to  calm  her 
nerves.  The  humming  becomes  more  erratic  as  1 
lift  my  gaze  to  watch  her  bounce  silently  in  place 
for  a  few  long  moments  before  nearly  racing 
out  of  the  room  and  down  the  corridor  into  the 
bathroom.  I  hear  the  door  slam,  and  1  let  out  a 
pent-up  breath  and  struggle  to  replace  m>  Mailing 
wits  and  mask. 

I  hear  the  door  reopen  and  her  footsteps  come 
nearly  all  the  wax  back  to  the  realm  that  in  her 
absence  1  preside.  1  could  never  rule  near  her. 
She  wouldn't  budge,  never  content  to  just  sit  idly 
by  and  let  whatever  happens  happen.  Pocket 
change  clinks  and  the  squeak  of  her  shoes  return 
their  march  toward  the  door  that  1  am  now  too 
fixed  on.  1  realize  this  just  as  the  door  swings 
open,  and  I  snap  my  eyes  back  to  a  monitor  w  here 
1  should  have  been  surveying  lyrics. 

1  begin  to  watch  her  as  she  sings  silently  along 
to  the  music  in  front  of  her.  matching  the  rhythm 
and  checking  the  pace  of  the  tempo  before  moving 
a  few  more  lexers.  I  can't  take  m\  mind  offher 
as  she  changes  the  beat  a  few  more  times.    She 


sways  in  time  to  the  music  without  a  conscious 
thought  of  anything  hut  the  task  in  front  of  her. 
She  loses  everything  but  focus.  I  silently  wonder 

if  she's  seen  anyone  since  me.  It's  been  such  a 
long  time,  and  we  were  almost  perfect.  1  needed 
my  music,  and  she  needed  someone  in  particular. 
Never  would  tell  me  who.  just  that  he  was  blind 
and  stupid.  I  couldn't  be  particular.  I  couldn't 
be  her  somebody,  so  1  left.  1  know  she  cried,  and 
1  hated  myself  for  doing  it.  but  how  do  you  love 
someone  who  says  she's  already  in  love  with 
someone  else'?  It  was  such  a  pretty  day.  too  .  .  . 

"'Are  you  gonna  join  me.  or  will  I  have  to 
throw  you  in?"  she  asked  as  she  lounged  on  a 
raft  near  the  middle  of  my  kidney-shaped  pool. 
1  smiled  with  a  slow  shrug  and  dipped  a  toe  into 
the  w  ater. 

"Nope,  not  going  in;  it's  too  cold."  I  said  with 
another  shrug  and  then  turned  around  to  go  back 
inside. 

I  was  almost  to  the  door,  before  I  felt  the  water 
splash  me  from  behind.  As  I  turned  to  tell  her 
she's  watering  the  law  n  with  chlorine,  she  grabbed 
my  waist  and  began  to  drag  me  backw  ards.  1  tried 
kicking  and  pulling  to  free  myself,  even  though  I 
knew  that  eventually  1  would  end  up  in  the  pool 
with  her  whether  I  wanted  to  or  not. 

She  struggled  to  fight  me  and  kept  her  bathing 
suit  in  place  as  she  took  a  few  more  steps 
backwards.  Suddenly,  I  stopped  fighting  and 
caught  her  off  guard,  quickly  lifting  her  into 
my  arms  like  a  bride  and  tossing  her  and  her 
little  white  bikini  into  the  pool.  She  came  up 
sputtering  and  cursing.  1  calmly  slipped  into  the 
pool  and  onto  the  raft  beside  her. 

"Why  aren't  you  married,  petite?"  1  asked  as 
1  smoothed  her  hair  out  of  her  face.  1  knew  we 
were  both  still  young,  but  I  figured  she'd  be  at 
least  in  a  serious  relationship  by  now. 

"Cause  1  love  someone  in  particular."  she 
shrugged  as  she  rested  her  head  against  my 
chest. 

"Oh,  why  aren't  you  with  him?  Does  he  know 
you  love  him?"  I  asked,  wondering  just  who  this 
guy  was;  maybe  I  could  have  him  shot. 


"No,  he  doesn't  know.  He's 
blind  and  stupid,  and  he'd 
never  notice  me."  She  looked 
up  at  me  heartbrokenly,  and  I 
wondered  how  this  guy  could 
be  so  dumb  as  to  not  love  this 
beautiful  creature  lying  here 
with  me.  1  didn't  know  what  to 
say,  so  1  just  kissed  her  on  her 
forehead  and  laid  my  head  down 
against  the  raft. 

"Oh  my  goodness,  how  could 
I  have  been  so  stupid?"  1  think 
to  myself  as  1  take  a  deep  breath 
and  flip  to  a  new  song.  It's 
always  been  me,  and  I  never 
saw  it.  She  was  in  love  with 
me,  and  I  was  blind.  No  wonder 
she  cried  so  hard  when  I  left. 
She's  too  strong  to  just  cry  over 
anyone,  and  I  screwed  it  all  up. 
I  understand  why  everything 
about  her  seems  to  say  she's 
over  me.  My  God,  she  must 
hate  me. 

"How  many  times  are  you 
going  to  read  that  before  you 
correct  anything.  Loki?  It 
doesn't  just  fix  itself,  you 
know."  I  smile  at  the  use  of 
her  nickname  for  me.  Maybe 
she  doesn't  actually  hate  me;  I 
mean,  she  did  show  up,  hasn't 
ordered  a  hit  on  me,  and  she's 
joking  around.  There  could  be  a 
chance  .  .  .  well,  maybe  .  .  . 

"I'm  sorry,"  I  mumble 
quietly,  lost  in  my  thoughts  of 
her  as  I  try  to  focus  on  the  new 
song  lyrics.  "Umm  .  .  .  could 
you  run  through  this  in  the  booth 
so  I  know  how  it  would  sound 
on  Kristen?"  I  ask  sheepishly  as 
I  tap  the  lyric  board  and  pull  up 
the  words  in  the  booth  without 


even  paying  attention  to  the 
song.  She  shrugs  dismissively 
and  opens  the  door  to  the  glass 
room  in  front  of  me.  She  still 
walks  with  a  slight  sway  from 
side  to  side,  and  I  wonder  if 
she'll  always  walk  that  way. 
The  lyrics  she  sings  tell  of  a 
guy  who  has  done  everything 
wrong,  and  1  curse  myself  for 
making  her  sing  them  without 
realizing  it. 

"...He  doesn't  know.  /  Tin 
always  here;  /  I've  always  been. 
/  1  wonder  what  /  he's  seen  in 
them?  /  Why  can't  he  see,  /  that 
the  one  he  needs.  /  is  the  woman 
/  he'll  find  in  me?  /  He'll  find 
it  in  me.  .  ."  The  music  slows 
to  a  stop,  and  she  slips  off  the 
headphones,  glancing  up  at  me 
nonchalantly.  I  see  her  blink 
rapidly  a  few  times  to  fight  back 
tears. 

"It's  just  fine.  1  think  it 
will  sound  great  with  Kristen 
singing  it.  You  think  she  could 
put  the  feeling  behind  it?"  1 
catch  myself  from  saying,  "like 
you,"  as  1  let  go  of  the  intercom 
button,  and  she  slips  quietly 
from  the  booth.  She  shrugs  as 
she  retreats  once  again  to  the 
bathroom  down  the  hall,  this 
time  with  her  bag  in  hand.  1 
wait  a  few  minutes  for  her  to 
return  before  going  to  check  on 
her  under  the  guise  of  a  munchy 
attack. 

The  wooden  door  is  locked  as 
1  push  slightly  on  it  to  see  if  it 
will  swing.  I  hear  her  muffled 
sobs  as  she  sniffles  a  few  more 
times  before  blowing  her  nose. 
I  know  she's  coming  out,  so  1 
rush  toward  the  candy  machine 


to  hide  the  fact  that  I  was  listening.  She  appears, 
now,  clad  in  blue  jean  shorts  instead  oi'  bagg) 
cotton  pants.  I  ler  eyes  are  puffy  and  tinged  with 
red  when  she  looks  up  at  me.  When  I  catch  her 
looking,  she  studiously  pretends  to  ignore  me  and 
returns  to  the  studio. 

When  I  return  to  the  studio  with  a  mouthful  o\' 
Snickers  bar,  1  notice  her  bag  is  open,  and  she  has 
a  notebook  lying  beside  her  on  the  control  panel. 
There's  also  a  bulge  in  the  shape  of  a  small  bottle 
in  her  pocket.  Eye  drops,  1  guess  to  myself  as  I 
return  to  my  side  of  the  room,  conscious  of  the 
emotional  wall  she's  set  up  between  us  during 
my  hiatus.  Her  fingers  tap  on  the  soundboard 
in  a  steady  tattoo  to  ease  her  mind  and  to  help 
her  concentration,  but  it's  slowly  driving  me 
insane.  She  knows  I  can't  take  the  incessant  beat. 
and  she's  purposely  trying  to  make  me  break.  1 
silently  vow  to  try  to  ignore  the  rhythm. 

"Petite,  umm,  it  is  still  okay  if  1  call  you  that, 
right?  You  don't  have  to  sing  anything  else  if  you 
don't  want  to.  I'm  sorry  I  asked  you  to  sing  that. 
Is  there  anything  I  can  do  to  help?  He  must  have 
been  a  really  stupid  guy  to  hurt  you  enough  to 
make  you  cry  like  that."  I  pretend  not  to  know 
what  she's  crying  over  as  I  ease  toward  her  in  an 
attempt  to  dismantle  the  blockade  between  us. 
trying  desperately  to  take  down  the  fence  around 
her  heart. 

"Actually..."  she  states  calmly,  "Nevermind,  it 
feels  good  to  hear  that  old  nickname  again.  Don't 
worry  about  the  song.  1  was  just  remembering 
something  from  a  long  time  ago.  It's  no  big  deal. 
Loki."  She  closes  her  eyes  tightly  for  a  minute  or 
so,  trying  to  block  out  the  memories  that  threaten 
to  put  more  tears  on  her  pale  face. 

"Okay."  1  agree  as  1  turn  back  to  my  work. 
1  can't  press  her  any  more  than  she's  willing 
to  give,  or  she'll  close  on  me  even  tighter  than 
before.  I  watch  as  she  struggles  with  her  inner 
thoughts  that  don't  allow  her  to  lose  herself  to 
the  focus  of  the  music.  I  watch  from  the  corner 
of  my  eye  as  she  glances  at  me  for  a  while,  then 
sighs  frantically,  struggling  to  drown  her  miser) 
in  the  song  sheet  in  front  o(  her.  She  succeeds, 
as  the  words  begin  to  fly  faster  over  the  monitor. 


and  she  scribbles  harder  on  a  sheet  of  notebook 
paper,  examining  the  lyrics  and  the  music  that  is 
supposed  to  fit.  She  wrinkles  her  nose  and  slows 
the  tempo,  but  the  look  of  disgust  tells  me  that 
that  didn't  help  any. 

I  watch  as  she  moves  to  another  song,  but 
keeps  the  same  lyrics  playing.  She  changes  the 
ke\  of  the  music  and  speeds  up  the  chorus  just 
slightly.  I  sit  in  awe  at  her  smile  and  pretend  it's 
her  genius,  as  she  flips  the  sw  itch  to  let  me  hear 
what  her  headphones  are  blaring. 

'That's  amazing,"  I  gush  as  I  bop  my  head  to 
the  new  beat  of  the  song.  She's  taken  too  slow  of 
a  song  and  made  it  a  dance  hit.  "You've  always 
had  the  knack  for  that  type  of  stuff/'  I  smile 
back,  just  to  see  her  smile  more,  as  she  turns  it 
off  and  sa\es  it  to  a  disk. 

"Thanks."  she  shrugs  simply,  and  I  watch  her 
cheeks  flush  ever  so  slightly  at  the  compliment. 

''What's  this,  petite?  Are  you  blushing? 
You're  not  supposed  to  blush!"  I  tease  as  her 
cheeks  deepen  and  she  turns  her  head  away. 

"Stop,  Loki!  You  know  I  don't  usually  blush 
...  it  must  be  getting  hot  in  here  or  something." 
I  allow  her  to  get  away  with  just  the  slight  rib. 
because  I  do  feel  the  heat  in  the  room,  but  it's 
not  exactly  because  of  a  thermostat  problem. 
Or  maybe  you  could  call  it  a  thermostat,  except 
this  one  can't  exactly  be  controlled.  She  slides 
her  purple  lacquered  nails  across  a  few  buttons 
before  gracefully  floating  to  the  sound  booth.  "1 
want  to  know  how  this  sounds  with  a  female." 
She  smiles  as  she  closes  the  door  behind  her  and 
slips  the  headphones  back  over  her  ears. 

"...I'm  not  /  gonna  play  your  games  no  more. 
/I  met  up  with  /  your  girl.  /  She  said  she  was  your 
world.  /  Now  what?  /  You  think  you're  gonna 
play  on  me  too?  /  Think  again.  /  Ooh,  I'm  not 
the  type  /  to  sit  around  /  while  you  go  paintin'  up 
this  town.  /  You  better  grow  up.  /  Think  again.  / 
I  don't  want  your  lies,  now  what?  /  Good-bye!" 
She  dances  around  in  the  booth,  clearly  enjoying 
the  dance  feel  of  the  song  she's  created.  I  motion 
her  out  so  we  can  finish  something  else.  Maybe 
she's  still  got  a  bit  of  magic  left  for  the  rest  of  the 
crap  I've  scribbled  on  the  pages. 


She  slips  back  into  her  spot 
like  she  was  never  gone,  pulling 
up  the  next  music  sheet  and 
tugging  her  headphones  back 
over  the  sloppy,  black  and 
lilac  tendrils  that  frame  her 
face.  She  accidentally  knocks 
the  chopstick  out  of  its  perfect 
position,  and  before  her  hands 
can  reach  to  push  it  back,  I  tug 
it  straight  out  of  the  knot. 

"Loki!"  She  gives  a  frustrated 
scream,  as  she  holds  out  her 
hand  for  the  small  rod.  I  simply 
smile  as  the  mass  of  raven 
spirals  down  her  back,  landing 
softly  around  her  waist.  "Give 
me  my  chopstick."  The  petite 
woman  can  be  demanding  when 
she  really  wants  something. 

"Keep  it  down.  It's  so  pretty 
down,"  I  plead  as  she  advances 
on  me  ready  to  kill  for  the 
slender  stick  in  my  fingers.  I 
step  back  a  couple  of  paces 
before  letting  her  catch  up  to  me 
completely.  As  soon  as  she  gets 
close  enough  to  have  to  lean 
over  me  for  her  accessory,  I  slip 
my  arms  around  her  because 
1  know  that's  what  she  needs, 
because  it's  what  I  need,  and 
right  now,  I  don't  know  or  care 
if  she  knows  it.  She  pulls  back 
almost  immediately,  but  I  hold 
firm.  "Don't  fight,  petite.  Just 
relax."  I  see  her  wrinkle  her 
forehead  to  contemplate  jerking 
out  of  my  hold  and  backing 
across  the  room.  Slowly,  my 
thumb  rubs  small  circles  over 
the  bare  small  of  her  back  where 
her  tank  top  has  risen  to  reveal 
just  an  inch  or  so  of  white  flesh. 
She  begins  to  relax,  so  I  take 
the  opportunity  to  rub  her  back 


more  firmly,  needing  her  not  to 
move,  and  needing  her  just  to 
let  this  be. 

"Loki."  she  attempts  to  hold 
baek  the  sob  that  follows  the 
name.  She  allows  her  arms  to 
move  around  me  and  her  head 
to  lean  against  my  chest.  1  lose 
part  of  my  balance  as  her  whole 
body  slouches  against  me  all  at 
once.  She  lets  me  mo\  e  her  o\  er 
to  the  couch,  and  I  set  her  down 
gently  beside  me,  where  she 
just  falls  into  my  lap.  There's 
nothing  I  could  possibly  do.  but 
let  her  cry  right  now.  My  hand 
unconsciously  slides  through 
her  hair,  begging  without  words 
for  her  nerves  to  calm. 

Slowly.  the  sobbing 

dissipates.  She  leans  over, 
reaches  in  her  bag  for  a  tissue, 
and  desperately  dabs  at  her 
bloodshot  eyes.  I  help  her  to 
sit.  inwardly  rejoicing  when 
she  doesn't  move  away,  but 
just  leans  on  my  shoulder  for 
support.  Softly,  I  kiss  her 
forehead  just  to  disturb  the 
wrinkles  she's  pressed  so  hard 
against  it.  She  doesn't  care 
about  silly  things,  like  signs 
of  aging  and  growing  older:  in 
her  mind,  she's  always  been  the 
same  age  since  she  was  thirteen: 
twenty-five.  Now.  as  she's 
rapidly  approaching  her  "equal 
out"  age,  I'm  beginning  to  see 
just  how  much  of  an  actress 
she  is,  as  she  tap  dances  around 
everything  that  might  harm  her. 
By  the  time  my  thoughts  are 
realized,  she's  already  got  the 
clear  little  bottle  held  over  her 
head  and  she's  dragging  her  feet 
back  to  the  panel  of  knobs.     I 


can't  stop  her  once  she's  intent  on  moving, 
just  sit  there  and  watch  her.    The  headphones  go 
back  on  her  head,  and  her  hair  is  pulled  back  up. 
this  time  in  a  ponytail,  so  I  can't  pull  it  out  and 
distract  her  quite  so  easily. 

1  don't  want  her  to  close  herself  off  again,  but. 
at  this  point.  I've  tried  almost  everything.  I've 
apologized,  well,  in  my  own  way.  I've  held  her. 
I've  let  her  cry.  I  would  even  let  her  take  out  all 
of  her  rage  on  me  if  she  wanted  to.  A  sigh  slips 
out  between  my  lips  and  hovers  in  the  air.  I  listen 
as  she  breathes  it  in  and  kills  it  in  a  snort  of  air  out 
of  her  tiny,  angled  nose.  1  shake  my  head.  About 
now.  I  assume  she's  read)  to  kill  me.  In  the  space 
of  a  couple  of  hours.  I've  smashed  in  her  wall 
on  her  and  reduced  her  to  a  quivering,  jumpy 
mess. ..all  without  meaning  to. 

"She  hates  me.  she  hates  me.  she'll  kill  me.  and 
she  hates  me."  is  what  chants  loudK  in  my  brain. 
I  can't  turn  it  off.  and  I'm  afraid  to  try  to  approach 
her  again.  She  might  stab  me  to  death  with  the 
pen  grasped  lightly  in  her  fingertips.  1  watch  as 
she  fixes  two  more  songs  by  swapping  the  music 
and  reversing  the  tempo.  It  almost  makes  me  sick 
that  she's  so  damned  good  at  fixing  my  horrors. 
She  alters  one  more  piece  on  the  screen  before 
looking  at  her  watch.  It's  pink  and  blue  and  has  a 
fairy  painted  onto  the  face.  I  ha\  e  to  catch  myself 
from  laughing  aloud.  The  watch  is  so  unlike  her 
that  it  becomes  lost  in  absurdity.  She  blinks  and 
looks  at  the  watch  again. 

"I'm  going."  she  announces,  as  she  gathers  her 
things  off  the  soundboard  and  unceremonious!) 
dumps  them  into  the  faded  backpack  on  the  tile 
floor.  "I'll  see  you  tomorrow  if  you  haven't 
finished  yet."  Quietly,  she  slips  out  the  door  as 
easily  as  she  came  in.  and  her  flip-flops  smack 
the  cold  vacant  floor  until  the  front  door  slams 
behind  her.  Her  truck  engine  roars  into  life,  and 
then  she's  ^.onc.  That's  it.  no  resolve,  not  even 
an  "I  still  care  for  you."  I  run  my  fingers  through 
m\  short  hair  and  sigh  loudly  in  near  relief  to  let 
out  the  pent-up  breath  I've  been  holding.  Her 
chopstick  is  still  on  the  counter,  and  she  left  a 
notebook  on  the  floor.   She'll  be  back. 


By  Courtney  Rusk 


^^^^^  I    will    never    forget    the 

W  m         way  1  felt  as  I  walked  up  the 

*        IJ        sidewalk  to  that  house.     The 

night  air  was  thick  and  cold, 

and  I  could  hear  owls  hooting 

from  somewhere  up  above.     1 

clinched  my  bag,  the  only  thing 

familiar  I  had  left,  tightly  in  my 

arms.     1  could  feel  the  hand  on 

my  back,  pushing  me  along.     I 

just  walked,  without  a  fight.    1  can 

remember  wanting  to  run  and  hide, 

but  I  didn't.     My  feet  would  not 

break  away  from  the  slow,  steady 

march  towards  that  door.  As  the  door 

swung  open  I  could  see  a  tall,  dark 

figure  lurking  behind  the  screen.     It 

just  stood  there  and  looked  through  at 

us,  not  saying  a  word. 

"Mr.   Basco?"  the  lady  behind  me 

leaned   forward    as    she    spoke   to   the 

figure. 

"Yea — That's  me!  I  guess  this  is  the  kid 

nobody  wants.    Ya  know  the  only  reason 

I'm  takin'  'im  is  cause  my  wife  is  makin' 

me.    But,  as  soon  as  y'all  find  somewhere 

else  fer  'im  to  go,  y'all  best  come  get  Tin.  1 

got  enough  mouths  to  feed  'round  here." 

His  voice  came  out  of  the  darkness  so 
abruptly  that  it  almost  threw  me  back.   It  was 
as  if  his  voice  grabbed  me  around  the  throat. 
I  could  barely  breathe.    I  wanted  so  badly  to 
cry,  but  the  tears  wouldn't  come.    I  just  stood 
frozen. 
"Yes,  sir.   This  is  Andy.    I  do  understand  that 
you  have  your  own  children  to  take  care  of,  but  I 
really  don't  think  that  he'll  be  much  trouble." 
I  wasn't  sure  if  the  lady  was  saying  that  to 
convince  that  man  to  take  me,  or  to  make  me  feel 
better. 
"Well,  then  why  don't  you  take  'im!"  the  man 
yelled   out.      The   smoke   from   his  cigarette   was 
beginning  to  seep   through   the  screen   and   circle 
around  me. 

"Well,  sir,  the  state  really  prefers  that  children  be 
placed  with  family  if  possible.  He  is  your  nephew.  Am 


I  right,  sir?" 

I    remember    that    as    the 
lady    asked    that    question    I 
began  praying  deep  down  that 
the  man  would  say,  "No."     I 
prayed  that  there  had  been  some 
mistake  and  that  we  had  gone  to 
the  wrong  house.     1  prayed,  but 
1  never  looked  up.     1  just  stared 
down  at  my  torn  and  tattered  shoes, 
wishing  that  1  could  somehow  sink 
right  down  into  them  and  disappear. 
I  asked  myself  how  I  got  there,  and 
what  had  gone  wrong.    All  1  knew 
was   that   mommy   and   daddy    had 
another  fight,  and  now  we  all  had  to 
go  live  somewhere  else.    There  were 
four  of  us.    I  had  two  brothers  and  one 
baby  sister.     We  all  went  to  different 
houses.  I  was  told  that  I  was  going  to  be 
living  with  an  aunt  and  uncle  that  1  didn't 
even  know.    But  I  was  six  years  old.    I 
had  no  choice  but  to  go  wherever  people 
pushed  me. 

"I  guess  so!"    The  man's  shout  broke 
the  silence  of  my  prayers.    The  dark  hand 
eased  the  screen  door  open  and  motioned  for 
us  to  come  inside.    The  lady  never  stepped 
completely  inside  the  house.   She  stood  there 
in  the  doorway  with  the  screen  propped  on  her 
leg. 

She  bent  down  to  me  and  whispered,  "Now 
it's  gonna  be  OK.    You  just  be  a  good  boy."    1 
guess  her  job  required  her  to  say  little  things  like 
that.    1  guess  it  was  supposed  to  help.    For  some 
reason,  1  believed  her. 

I  stood  there  in  the  doorway  for  what  seemed 
to  be  hours  after  the  lady  had  gone.   The  man  sat 
watching  television.     It  was  as  if  he  had  a  I  reads 
forgotten  that  someone  came  to  his  door  and  left 
behind  a  child.    I  didn't  move  or  make  a  sound.    I 
barely  breathed.   Finally,  a  lady  came  m  from  a  back 
room.    She  was  wearing  a  flowered  nightgown  that 
hung  to  the  floor.    1  liked  it.    It  looked  like  one  of  my 
mom's  nightgowns. 

"Oh  my  goodness!"  she  said.    "I  didn't  realize  you 


were  here.    Why  didn't  you  wake  me.  R» 

The  man  didn't  answer.     He  just  kept  staring 
ahead  at  the  tele\  ision.  I  thought  for  a  minute  that 
he  had  become  a  part  of  the  chair  that  he  sat  in. 
"Well,  dear."  the  lady  continued.    "You  must 
be  Andy,  right?" 

I  don't  know  if  I  nodded  my  head.  I  can 
remember  trying  to,  hut  I  don't  think  m\  head 
ever  really  moved. 

"Well,  it's  late.    You  must  be  tired.    Let's 

get  you  into  bed.  OK?"    The  lady  motioned 

for  me  to  follow   her  down  the  hallway.     I 

somehow   managed  to  drag  myself  behind 

her. 

As  we  reached  the  end  of  the  hall.   I 

noticed    a   small    cot    positioned    in    one 

corner  of  a  tiny  room  that  looked  much 

like  a  closet.    The  lady  tossed  a  blanket 

from  a  shelf  onto  the  cot.    'There  you 

go,"  she  whispered.    "Now  hop  on  and 

get  some  rest." 

1  climbed  onto  the  cot.  The  creak  o\' 

the  cot  sounded  so  loud.  I  was  scared 

to  move.     I  eased  myself  down  and 

tried  to  pull  the  thin  little  blanket  up 

over  my  legs.     1  can  remember  my 

stomach  hurling  from  emptiness,  but 

the  hurt  and  emptiness  in  m\  chest 

were  even  stronger.    My  mind  was 

so  full  that  I  couldn't  think,  and  I 

finally  drifted  off  to  sleep. 

The  next  morning  I  woke  up 

to  the  sound  of  children  laughing 

and     screaming.         The    sound 

was    comforting    and    familiar. 

and   I    longed  to  be  a  part  o\' 

it.    I  pulled  myself  off  o\'  m\ 

cot   and    followed    the   sound 

down   the   hallwa\    and    into 

the  li\  ing  room.    As  soon  as 

I  stepped  into  the  room,  the 

laughing   stopped.      It   was 

as  if  a  sw  itch  had  clicked 

off.  just  like  that.  All  eyes 

looked  up  at  me. 

"Who     is     that?"     the 


little  girl  asked. 

"Y'all  don't  worn   'bout  'im."    The  man  stil 
looked  as  dark  as  before.     "]  don't  want  y'all 
foolin'  with  that  boy.    He's  just  some  kid  nobody 
else  wants,  so  we  gotta  keep  'im  fur  a  while. 
Y'all  just  pretend  like  he  ain't  there." 

When  1  heard  the  man  speak.  I  didn't  know 
what  to  do.    I  had  no  plaee  to  turn.    I  couldn't 
stand  there  any  longer,  but  I  was  so  unsure  of 
what  was  going  on  and  where  I  should  go.    1 
(ound  my  way  baek  to  the  room.    I  sat  baek 
down  on  the  hard,  little  eot.    I  cannot  even 
remember  what  that  little  room  looked  like 
I  never  looked  around;  1  just  stayed  wrapped 
tightly   inside   myself.   As    I    sat   there,   I 
thought  o\^  Momma.    She  always  hugged 
us  in  the  morning  and  washed  our  faces.  I 
wanted  so  badly  lor  her  to  come  and  take 
me  home,  and  deep  down  I  believed  that 
someday  she  would.    For  a  moment,  I 
thought  I  could  hear  her  voice;  the  relief 
and  elation  that  rushed  into  me  were 
indescribable.    But  as  my  mind  came 
back,  I  realized  that  it  was  the  lady 
with  the  flowered  nightgown  calling 
out  my  name.    She  walked  into  the 
room  and  held  out  her  hand.    Inside 
was  a  small  biscuit. 

"Here  you  go,"  she  said.  "Now 
eat  this  and  go  outside  to  wait  for 
the  school  bus." 

1  tried  not  to  shove  the  biscuit 
in  my  mouth  too  fast,  but  I  was  so 
hungry  I  could  not  stop  myself 
The  dry,  crusty  bread  was  hard 
to  swallow,  but  I  managed  to 
get  it  all  down  just  as  the  bus 
pulled  up.    The  kids  from  the 
house  didn't  speak.    No  one 
spoke.       Time    passed    and 
it  was  the  same  thing  day 
after  day.    The  only  person 
that  seemed  to  even  notice 
me  was  the  lady  with  the 
biscuits.   Even  my  teacher 
at  school  seemed  to  just 


push  me  to  the  baek  o\'  the 

room. 

The    weather    was    getting 

colder,    and    the    biscuit    lady 

and  kids  had  put  up  a  Christmas 

tree  in  the  living  room.    1  knew 

Christmas  was  close.    I  tried  not 

to  get  too  excited,  but  deep  down 

I  thought  that  maybe  it  would  be 

better.      1    thought   maybe   Santa 

Claus  would  make  it  better. 

One   night   I    lay   there   on   my 

cot,  wrapped  up  in  that  one  flimsy 

blanket.    The  dark  man  pushed  the 

door  open  and  stepped  inside.   I  was 

scared.    He  had  never  come  into  that 

little  room.     1  looked  up  at  him  but 

didn't  speak.  As  I  peered  into  his  eyes, 

1  noticed  for  the  first  time  how  much  he 

looked  like  my  dad.  His  eyes  were  black 

and  empty,  his  skin  was  like  dark  leather, 

and  his  mouth  was  firm  and  straight. 

"Sit  up,  boy.  I  gotta  talk  to  ya." 

I  sat  up  so  fast,  it  was  as  if  1  was  some 

kind  of  mechanical  device  and  his  voice 

was  the  "on"  button.    My  dad's  voice  had 

the  same  effect. 

"Look,"  he  began.  My  head  dropped  back 

down  and  1  could  feel  him  staring  down  at  the 

top  of  my  scalp.    "Tomorrow's  Christmas.    I 

don't  want  ya  thinking  that  you're  gonna  be 

gettin'  presents.    Santa  ain't  real.    Moms  and 

dads  buy  Christmas  presents.    Your  momma's 

in  a  hospital  and  your  dad's  in  jail,  so  you  ain't 

gettin'  no  presents.     Don't  be  runnin'  in  there 

expectin'  to  see  somethin'  fur  ya,  cause  ain't 

nuthin  gonna  be  there.  Got  it?" 

1  nodded  my  head  up  and  down  and  watched 

as  the  darkness  passed  out  of  the  room  and  closed 

the  door.  "Why  would  he  say  that?"  1  wondered.   1 

heard  what  he  said,  but  I  didn't  believe  it.    I  knew 

that  he  must  be  wrong.   Somewhere  inside  I  laughed 

to  think  of  how  wrong  he  would  feel  when  1  did  get 

presents  from  Santa.   I  believed  with  all  my  heart  that 

Santa  was  real,  and  1  knew  he  would  not  forget  me. 

As  daylight  broke,  my  eyes  popped  open.    1  could 


already  feel  the  excitement  o( 
Christmas  morning.   I  smelled 
food  cooking,  and  1  heard  the 
children  making  their  way  into 
the  living  room.     I  waited  and 
listened.     I  thought  of  all   the 
Christmases  before.     Christmas 
was  always  the  one  morning  when 
nothing   could   go   wrong,   when 
nothing  could  make  you  sad. 

After  a  while,  I  slowly  pushed 
open  the  door  and  crept  into  the 
living  room.    The  children  had  torn 
open  all  their  gifts  and  were  holding 
them  up  for  everyone  to  see.    I  made 
my  way  around  the  couch  and  peered 
over  at  the  comer  of  the  room,  where 
the  tree  stood  glistening  with  lights  and 
ornaments.    I  looked  down  at  the  floor 
under  the  tree,  still  sure  that  there  would 
be  a  gift  just  waiting  for  me  to  open. 
There  was  nothing.     No  presents.     No 
boxes. .  .nothing.  The  man  had  been  right. 
I  looked  over  at    him  sitting  there  in  his 
chair.    His  smug  smile  punched  me  in  the 
gut.   I  turned  and  ran  to  my  little  room  and 
threw  myself  down  on  my  cot.    I  could  not 
hold  back  the  tears  any  longer.  They  flowed 
down  my  face  like  waterfalls  of  salty  oceans. 
That  was  the  day  that  I  stopped  believing,  not 
just  in  Santa  Claus,  but  in  life.   Believing  was 
the  one  thing  that  1  had  always  done;  it  was  all  I 
could  do.  Now,  it  was  the  one  thing  that  1  would 
never  do  again. 


My 

Dixie 

Wrecked: 


beauty),  and  I've  done  manual  labor  since  I  was  three. 
My  house  is  situated  on  the  edge  of  the  Big  Woods. 
Before  you  ask,  no,  I  didn't  name  'em,  and  yes, 
that  is  the  real  name,  even  registered  on  the  911 
address.    Sadly,  this  is  just  an  example  of  the 
"intellectualism"  that  1  encounter  around  here. 
Despite  my  acculturated  downfalls.  I  remain 
a  good  example  of  passing  all  Sabine  Parish 
living  criteria.    To  be  perfectly  honest,  1 
generally  hate  where  1  live,  but,  hey,  it's 
the  only  home  I've  ever  known,  and  I 

It's  a  Southern  Tradition    c"n''^;xi?i8tL,„c 

,     ,       -r       ]■  ,  ,      ,    ,        ,         ,,.,,  ,  you  some  requirements  to  live  in 

(note:  if  reading  out  loud,  do  not  read  title)  J  ' 

Sabine  Parish,  Louisiana.    First, 
By  Darrin  Campbell  a  cop  will  stop  you  at  the  border 

and  ask  you   if  you  have  a 

Trees  make  up  the  walls,  dogs  are  best  friends,  knife.     If  you  say  no,  he'll 

goats  make  good  dates,  riding  on  4-wheelers  is  a  give  you  one.    After  this, 

courting  ritual,  LSU  football  is  the  church,  the  local  you  are   required  to  get 

Baptists  are  seen  as  righteous  instead  of  bigotous,  in  at   least  three  knife 

the  KKK  is  just  a  gathering  of  people  instead  of  racial  fights   and   be   cut   or 

terrorists,  the  burning  cross  is  a  flaming  T  for  tolerance,  stabbed  at  least  once, 

and  the  rebel  flag  is  either  tattooed,  hung  on  the  wall,  or  Tell     these     stories 

somewhere  on  the  truck  right  under  the  "Ain't  Skeered"  repeatedly  and  make 

sticker.      Welcome   to   the   grand   civilization   of  the  sure      to      exaggerate 

backwater  woods  of  Louisiana.  them  every  time.    Next, 

First  of  all,  no,  I'm  not  a  member  of  the  KKK,  you    must    both    bust    a 

1  do  not  jerk  off  to  Nascar  racing,  I  do  not  rodeo,  beer  bottle  over  someone's 

I've  never  fucked  any  farm  animal,  I  don't  believe  head   and   have   one   busted 

Garth    Brooks   was   at   the    Last   Supper,    nor  over  your  knot  as  well,  repeat 

Hank  Williams  or  Hank  Williams,  Jr.  (maybe  the  actions  of  the  storytelling. 

Hank  the  third  because  he  dabbles  in  death  and,  remember,  chicks  dig  scars, 

metal),  and  1  did  not  vote  for  George  W.  Actually,  scars  seem  to  be  a  prestige 

Bush.    Alternately,  1  love  a  hot  chick  in  variant  around  here, 

a  4x4  with  pipes.  I  can  stay  months  on  Myself,  I've  got  one  on  my 

end  in  the  woods  armed  only  with  a  arm    from    drunk   driving   (looks    like 

pocket  knife  and  survive,  I  consider  someone  chopped  me  in  the  arm  with  a 

mud  dawgin'  a  sport,  LSU  football  hatchet  and  then  shot  me  with  squirrel  shot, 

games  are  the  coolest  things  ever  and  it's  always  better  to  lead  people  to  believe 

(imagine  92,000  drunk  coonasses  such),  one  on  my  right  temple  from  another  car 

[Cajuns  to  the  laymen  tongue]  wreck  (my  head  flew  out  of  the  passenger  side 

yelling,    "GO    LSU;     KICK  window  into  a  guardrail — should  have  cracked 

THEIR  ASS!"  so  loud  that  my  skull  or  at  least  a  broken  orbital  and  a  detached 

it  registers  on  the  Richter  retina — walked  away  with  only  stitches,  and,  of 

Scale;    it's    a    thing    of  course,  I  let  people  believe  that  it  was  a  bar  fight — just 


easier    that     way),     and 

a   scrape    along    my    ribs 

from  my  first  knife  fighting 

experience.   Now  that  you're 

scarred    and    battle    bloodied, 

time  to  find  you   a  significant 

other.     Most  have  low  standards 

around   here.      1   don't  mean   that 

we   all   date   ugly   chicks;    I    mean 

mammals  are  the  lowest  standard,  and 

some  are  loose  on  that  (there  was  a  case 

where  a  guy  got  his  dick  bitten  olY  by  a 

catfish).    Now  that  you've  found  someone 

to  deposit  sperm,  STDs,  or  whatnot,  divorce 

and  repeat.  Remember  to  start  rumors,  family 

blood  feuds,  beat  your  spouse,  shoot  at  her 

parents,  and  spend  at  least  two  to  three  years  in 

prison  for  it.   After  that,  go  to  work  in  the  woods 

offshore,  in  a  mill,  drive  a  big  rig,  and  promptly  get 

fired  for  failing  a  drug  test. 

Now  you  have  officially  been  sucked  into  the  black 
hole  of  society.  You're  now  a  redneck.  Now  repeat  after 
me: 

I  will  buy  useless  shit  for  my  truck. 

I  will  tie  a  multicolored  hound  to  the  toolbox  of  said  truck. 

I  will  fly  the  rebel  flag  with  pride  in  heritage. 

I  will  do  everything  as  bass-ack wards  as  I  can. 
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I  will  have  at  least  one  broken  truck  in  my  front  yard. 

I  will  wear  my  steel-toed  boots  to  every  possible  social  event. 

I  will  tuck  my  pants  into  said  steel  toes  whenever  worn. 

I  will  not  change. 

I  will  remain  as  equally  backwards  as  the  rest  of  my  peer  rednecks. 

This  I  pledge,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  Sabine,  so  help  me  God. 


Magnifying  Glass  -  Miguel  Bobadilla 


w 

By  M.  Qnann  Boyd 

"You've  arrived,  that's 
why  your  face  isn't  long. 
You've  played  the  game, 
took  the  L,  but  you're  coming 
back  for  the  next  season — " 

Welcome,    please    take    your 
seats  and  be  quiet  in  the  front  row; 


into  his  Tang,  so  he  came  up 

with  the  idea  of  Commitment. 

Yeah.      Commit.       from      the 

Greek    word,    imprisoned    in    a 

crazy  house  strapped  down  in  a 

strailjaeket — " 

He,    my    friends    and    honored 

guests,     is     the     founder    o(    this 

organization,  the  He-Man  All-Purpose 

Woman-Hater  Group.  Sorry,  but  after 

that  rant  it's  best  that  real  names  aren't 

given.  You  know,  we  don't  want  his  mom 

calling,    asking    how    many    drinks    he's 

consumed.  Seven.  Anyway,  for  the  purpose 

of  this  performance,  please  refer  to  him  as  the 

Chaos- Bringer. 

"1  live  by  two  words:  fuck  you." 
''It  shouldn't  have  happened  that  way.  It  was 
love.  It  was.  The  words  that  we  couldn't  say  were 
there.  Only,  if  they  were  said,  things  would  be 
different — " 
It's  happened  to  us  all,  the  break-up  to  end  all 
break-ups.  The  one  that  crushes  you.  I  went  through  it. 
the  grandfather  of  them  all,  the  Chaos-Bringer.  went 
through  it,  and  now,  the  newest  member  of  the  He- 
Man  All-Purpose  Woman-Hater  Group  is  going 
through  it. 

"I'm  a  guy;  I  got  wants  and  needs,  right? 
What's  the  first  rule  about  Friday  Night? 


the  show  has  already  started.  You've  None   of  what  went   down    would've 

come    for   quite    an    experience:    pain.  happened  if  y 'all  were  around.  Y'all 

insensitivity,  and  the  cold  bitter  taste  of  were  supposed  to  watch  my  back. 

hell's  fury  fuels  us.  This  is  man  at  his  worst:  but    y'all    were    olY  getting    all 

this  is  woman's  doing.  For  these  lonely  souls.  Walton   without   me.    1    didn't 

including  myself,  the  genesis  was  comic  books  wanna    be    there,    but     free 

and  hip-hop,  but  I'll  remain  quiet  so  you  can  alcohol— can't  turn  that  down. 

take  note.  She  forced  me  down  that  path. 

"Nowadays  poor  Charles  got  to  get  into  All  She  had  to  do  was  to  say  those 

the  straitjacket,  and  not  only  to  get  the  words.  Fuck  it.  1  wanna  hate  Her  so 

baddest   bitch,   but  to   get   the   below  bad  it  tastes  like  a  fresh  peach 

average,  five  o'clock  shadow,  freak  Ladies,  don't  get  any  ideas:  that's  John, 

mommy  bitch.  This  dates  back  to  John   Smitten.   John    Smitten   in    his   Blue 

the  Greek  gods;  one  of  them  had  Mittens.  Heart's  been  on  his  sleeve  for  years 

his  run  of  bitches,  he  even  had  and  that's  why  it  wasn't  impossible  for  him  to 

the  finest  bitch.   He  didn't  lose  it.  He  doesn't  understand,  the  Chaos-Bringer 

want      anyone      dipping  understands,  I  understand.  Oh.  sorry,  I  almost  forgot. 


I'm    the   second   charter 
member;  I'll  be  going  b\ 
Mister  Man  or  Eggular.   For 
the  remainder  of  this  flight.  1 


as  domestic  violence,  just  nature  taking  command. 

Mother  Nature  showing  these  false  earths  who's 

boss.  These  neo-demi-goddesses  need  to  know 

11  their  place,  namely,  in  the  kitchen  with  their 


be  that  nagging  voice  clarifying  key 
issues. 

"Man.    stop   sweating   her.    What   you 
need    to    do    is    go    get    checked    for   VD. 
Bitches  be  loving  to  hand  out  VD  at  the  end  of 
relationships — " 

The  Chaos-Bringer's  last  girl  cheated  on  him. 
Twice.  He  found  out  on  his  21st  birthday. 

"It  all  started  so  simple.  I  was  dancing 
and  that  girl  approached  me.  That  girl  was 
grinding  hella  hard-core  against  me.  I 


clean   teeth,   cooking  dinner  with   their 
shoes  o\X 

The    Chaos-Bringer's    last    girl 
w  as  a  sel  f-righteous,  holier-than- 
thou  feminist  who  refused  to 
cook,  even  for  herself. 
"Her  double  talk.  Say  what 
1    mean,    but    mean    something 
totally  Walton-like—" 
Before   I   forget,  and  since  this 
I  be  on  the  final.  .  .  The  first  rule 


was  on  point,  no  big  thing,  right?  That 
girl's  nose  began  rubbing  against  my 
neck.   What's  the  second  rule  of 
Friday  Night?" 

John  Smitten  is  soft-spoken. 
Conflict,       confusion.       he 
bombed    those    tests.    He 
doesn't   get    over   things 
easily,  he  doesn't  get  into 
things   easily,    and    that's 
where    the    Chaos-Bringer 
and  myself  come  in.  We're 
those  vile  crabs  in  the  bucket.  1 

We  didn't  cheer  against  what 
he  had.  but  we  never  interfered. 
We  were  Watchers. 

"Man.  you  need  to  sip  on  this. 
Now,  that  tastes  good,  right?  Soak 
it  up;  let  it  hit  your  veins.  Sit  back; 
cover  your  eyes  as  I  describe  a  scene 
so  violent — " 

Please     bring     your    seats     to     an 
upright  position.  Turn  off  all  electrical 
devices,  such  as  cellular  phones.  Please 
buckle  your  safety  belts;  we  are  about  to 
experience  turbulence. 

"Face  it,  there  ain't  no  more  Queens  left — 
the  monkeys  ate  them.  If  one  of  them  gets 
slapped  up  or  beat  down,  it's  just  that  proverbial 
water  under  the  bridge.  One  slap  for  man.  one 
ass-kicking  for  mankind.  There's  no  such  thing 


Wll 

about  Friday  Night,  whatever  happens 

on  Friday  Night  stays  on  Friday  Night. 

And  the  second  rule,  Friday  Night  never 

happened.  Make  sure  you're  taking  notes. 

"She  had  that  kI-Dream-of-Jeanie'  nose  thing 

going.  Her  eyes  fluttered.  A  thousand  miles  a 

minute.  Like  red  pepper  sauce  was  sprinkled  into 

Her  tear  ducts.  Her  mood  changed,  the  top  of  Her; 

head  blew  off.  She  was  so  cute  when  She  was  giving 

that  icy  stare — " 

"You  got  to  stop  using  that  inside  voice.  That's 

the  voice  people  use  at  the  grocery  store  standing  in 

line  with  three  items  behind  a  granny  who  wants 

a  price  check  on  a  3-oz.  can  of  cat  food.  It's  the 

voice  used  when  your  asshole  floor  manager 

forces  you  to  work  three  double  shifts  because 

his  fuck  buddy  wised  up  and  got  a  better 

paying  job  that  involves  less  oral  and  anal 

sex — " 

The  Chaos-Bringer  stopped  short  of 

saying  something  he  would  regret.  He's 

the  grandfather  of  this;  he's  mastered 

these  useful,  despiteful  emotions.  I'm 

halfway  there,  but  poor  John  Smitten 

isn't  even  close.  And  that's  what 

the  alcohol  is  for;  it's  to  aid  in  the 

release. 

"What  you  need  to  do  is  say, 


'the  hell  with  it.'  Call  up  your 

bitch-ass  ex,  and  tell  her  that 

she's   going   to   be   working 


street  corners  to  pay  off  her  college  loans  and         he  told  her  that  he  cried  when 
pimps — "  the  greatest  leader  in  Autobots 

The    Chaos-Bringer's    last    girl    majored    in  history.  Optimus  Prime,  spark- 

history  in  college,  and  is  now  working  at  a  faded     in      Transformers,     the 

fourth-rate,  backwoods  strip  club.  movie. 

"Her  eyes,  inviting.  The  way  they  sprinkled  "My    mango    flower,    it    wasn't 

when  She  stepped  up.  Every  time  was  like  Her.  it  was  a  force  greater  than  us 

the  first.  Those  light  brown  marbles  spoke;  both.   Her   lather.    Hurt   mixed   with 

they  said.  'Care  for  me,  always  be  here  anger,   I   called   him   'camel  jockey,' 

for  me,  don't  leave  me.'  You  know  what,  and  1  called  him  'filthy  monkey/  That's 

they  meant  it — "  when  the  line  was  crossed:  no  matter  the 

Oh   man,   we're   losing  him,   he's  reflex  of  survival,  I  wasn't  myself — " 

fading  fast.  Someone  get  this  man  a  John   Smitten,   poor,   defenseless   John 

drink.  Smitten.  It's  going  to  take  a  long  time  and  a 

"The  language  caught  me,  and  lot  of  alcohol  before  he's  better.  Before  he's 

She   butchered   my   language.    It  normal.  Before  he's  dating, 

was  fun  then,  just  to  hear  Her  "Man,  you  feel  how  you  feel,  at  the  lows  and 

stumble  and  stutter  over  simple  the  highs.  It's  not  how  you  are  at  the  top,  but 

sentences       and       overused  how  you  react  when  you've  reached  bottom.  That 

cliches.     We     spent     hours  climb,  that's  what's  important.  Not  the  bitches,  or 

talking  about  nonsense.  Her         your  boys,  or  music,  or,  whatever. . .  it's  about  w  hat's 
accent  w  as  dazzling,  came  left.  It's  about  not  giving  those  bitches  the  satisfaction 

across  like  caramel — "  of  seeing  you  at  your  worst.  Can't  let  them  see  you  cry, 

To  Walton:  act  or  do  you  can't  man,  you  can't — " 

something     shady,     either  The  Chaos-Bringer's  last  girl  was  his  first  love, 

with  or  without   the  aid  of 
alcohol. 

"She  was  my  mango  flower.  A 
whiff  of  that  and  nothing  mattered. 
Not  my  boys,  not  my  work,  not  even 
my   music.    That   sweet,    fruity    aroma 
corrupted  me.  Medusa's  gaze.  I  was  Hers, 
every  skin  cell  and  breath  of  air — " 

"Was,  man,  was.  Here,  man,  you  need  another 
shot  of  Beam.  Now,  there  you  go.  There  once  was 
a  time  that  1  cared,  we  all  cared.  There  was  a  time 
that  we  were  cared  for.  That's  before  the  light, 
before   it  all  came  tumbling  down.   Now. 
nothing.  Nothing  but  Kurt  Cobain.  Death 
warmed  over.  You  got  to  find  that  point 
of  destruction,  channel  it  like  Luke 
Skywalker  with  the  Force.  Use  that 
pain  like  when  Optimus  Prime 
was  killed  in  battle — " 

The  Chaos-Bringer's  last 
girl  made  fun  of  him  when 


It's  the  kind  of  thing  kids  do.   They  go  to 
play,  and  then  end  up  getting  into  something 
they  shouldn't.  This  day  was  no  different,  but 
it  does  tend  to  stick  out  in  my  mind. 

Let  me  explain.     My  grandma,  my  dad's 
mom,  lived  out  in  the  middle  of  nowhere  for 
years  until  my  family  decided  to  move  her  into 
a  senior  citizen  apartment  complex.    I  think  she 
was  miserable  ever  since.     I  can  remember  my 
dad,  with  a  stern  face,  saying,  "Mom,  you  can't 
be  so  tar  from  help  at  your  age,  especially  when 
you've  already  taken  a  fall,  and  Dad  has  been  gone 
for  years." 

"But  1  don't  want  to  leave.    Everything  I  know 
is  here."  she  replied.    The  argument  continued  until, 
finally.  Granny  gave  in  to  her  four  urging  children. 

The  house  she  lived  in  is  the  only  house  I'll  ever 


remember  her  being  a  part  of.     She  was  poor,  and 

the   house   reflected  that.     To  some,   it   might  seem 

like  a  camp  house  that  you  only  use  during  hunting 

season.   There  was  a  bathtub  that  served  as  a  storage 

compartment.   Even  if  a  person  could  have  fit  in  the 

thing,  there  was  no  hot  water.    Sponging  o\T  in  an 

early  twenties  basin,  after  boiling  the  water,  was  the 

way  to  keep  clean.   She  got  an  air  conditioner  and 

an  electric  heater  only  a  couple  of  years  before  my 

parents  moved  her  out. 

"She's    lived    her    whole    life    without    air 

conditioning,  and  I  don't  even  think  she  wants 

it,"  Dad  complained  to  my  mom. 

Old-fashioned  people  are  set  in  their 

ways,  and  I  guess  an  air  conditioning  unit 

was  climbing  too  high  on  the  technological 

ladder  for  Granny.     She  was  alive  during 

the  Depression  and  was  taught  to  keep  and 

use    EVERYTHING.       Even   though    the 

Depression  has  long  been  over,  Granny  is 

still  keeping  everything.    She  was  a  pack 

rat  on  a  level  that  most  people  have  never 

seen,  and  could  never  understand.    On 

visits  to  her  house,  I  always  remember 

my  mom  and  dad  complaining  to  each 

other  when  Granny  was  out  of  hearing 

distance. 

"Debra,  would  you  look  at 
this?  It's  just  ridiculous,"  Dad  would 
heave. 

"I  know,  Tim.  calm  down." 

My  mom  would  soothe.     "She's 

been  this  way  all  of  her  life  and 

you  can't  expect  her  to  change 

now." 

"But,  honey,"  Dad  went  on, 

"It's  1998,  so  tell  me  why  in 

the  hell  does  she  need  to  keep 

a  calendar  from   1986  on  the 

wall?      And   why   does   she 

need    the    Styrofoam    plate 

from  ground  beef  that  she 

bought  seven  years  ago,  or 

a  milk  carton  that  expired 


By  Katrina  Dixon 


in    May    of    1994?       Ell 
never  understand  it,"  Dad 


would  exclaim,    ['d  just  walk  away,  knowing  he  was 
right.   She  did  keep  everything.   I'd  never  understood 

it,  either. 

I  mentioned  that  my  granny  lived  in  the  middle 
of  nowhere,  which   is  true.     She  did  have  some 
neighbors,  but  they  were  the  kind  that  you  could 
only  see  from  about  a  mile  away.  There  were  only 
two  or  three  of  them.    When  we  were  kids,  we'd 
pack  up  the  four-w  heeler,  our  bikes,  and  our  "can 
get  dirty  clothes,,  to  make  the  three-hour  trip  to 
Granny's  house.    She  lived  on  a  playground  for 
kids;  there  were  woods  to  explore,  cattle  gates  to 
play  under,  and  a  mean  dog  named  Bear  to  tease 
and  run  from. 

One  particular  day,  my  sister  and  I  went 
riding  down  the  dirt  roads  as  usual.    It  was 
hard  to  talk  to  each  other  while  riding  because 
of  the  loud  motor  and  the  tires  slapping  the 
ground. 

"Hey,  stop  at  that  old  house  up  around 
the  corner,,,  I  yelled  into  Maggie's  ear. 

"Huh?    You  saw  a  mouse  around  the 


corner?,,  she  screamed  back,  confused. 

Shaking  my  head,  I  yelled  it  again 
with  emphasis.  "Stop  at  that  old  house 
around  the  comer."     We  pulled  over 
to  the  old,  abandoned  house  that  was 
familiar  to  us,  but  still  so  scary. 

As  soon  as   Maggie  braked   she 
said,   "Why   do   you   want   me   to 
stop  here?  Are  you  already  sick  of 
riding?" 

"No,"  I  responded  as  I  hopped 
off  the  four-wheeler  and  started 
towards  the  dilapidated  house. 

"Hey,"  Maggie  yelled  behind 
me.  "What  are  you  doing?  You 
are  not  going  in  there... We'll 
get  in  trouble."     For  once  I 
was  being  the  instigator,  but  I 
knew  Maggie  wouldn't  need 
much  convincing. 

"C'mon,  Maggie.  I  don't 
want  to  go  in  by  myself." 
I   said.      She  hopped   o\T 
and    started    leading    the 


way;  she  was  always  the 
mischievous  one. 

We     slowly     walked 
up    the    chipped,     flimsy, 
hole-filled  steps  onto  what 
was  supposed  to  be  a  back 
porch.       I    stayed    right    on 
Maggie's     back,     wondering 
what  made  me  want  to  explore 
this    creepy    old    house.       We 
gently    pushed   open    the    half- 
hinged    door    and    peeked    our 
nervous  eyes  in.     It  was  dusty 
and   smelt   like   mothballs... how 
typical.     We  walked   in.  waiting 
for  something  to  jump  out  at  us. 
Our  footsteps  were  light,  but  things 
sound  stupidly  loud  when  you  are 
trying  to  be  quiet.    There  wasn't  too 
much  to  see.    There  were  some  old 
mattresses,  boxes,  a  shelf  and  table, 
and  some  other  old  trash.  We  started  to 
sift  through  the  junk,  looking  for  some 
great  treasure.    Maggie  found  some  old 
books  and  a  black-and-white  picture  of 
some  man  working  at  what  looked  like  a 
coal  mine.    On  the  back  it  said.  "Lushen 
1948." 

As  I   was  walking  along,   looking  at 
some  other  faded  pictures  on  the  wall.   I 
stumbled  against  a  box  sitting  on  the  floor. 
"SSSHHH,"  Maggie  hissed. 
"Whatever,"  I  replied.    "It's  not  like 
anybody's  here."    I  then  bent  oxer  to  peer  in 
the   box  cautiously.      I   opened   the  cardboard 
flaps  and  there  were  some  old  letters,  a  bottle  of 
cologne,  old  papers,  and  other  uninteresting  stuff. 
I  started  to  stand  up,  bored  with  what  I  found, 
when  I  noticed  something  peculiar.   The  envelope 
in   the   stack   of  letters   was   addressed   to    Ha/el 
Wilson.    "Wilson.  Wilson."  I  thought.    "Hmmm.  I 
think  that's  Graniu  "s  maiden  name." 

"Maggie,  come  look  at  this."  I  exclaimed.    Her 

eyes  widened  as  she  saw  the  name,  and  in  disbelief  we 

opened  the  envelope.   "From  your  love'1  was  the  title 

of  the  letter.    We  read  the  letter  and  everv  other  letter 


in   the   slack.      Shocked, 
horrified.        disbelieving, 
and      dumbfounded,      we 
learned  a  thing  or  two  about 
the  author  of  the  letters. 

His     name     was     Bobbv 
Lushen.  Hew  as  a  coal  miner. 
He  had  no  children  and   no 
wife,  and  he  had  been  in  love 
with    my    grandmother.       The 
letters,  thirty  or  so  of  them,  went 
on  and  on  about  the  childhood 
memories  of  this  man  Bobby  and 
my  granny.    They  met  at  age  six 
and  went  to  high  school  together. 
They  were  going  to  get  married, 
but  Bobby's  parents  sent  him  away 
to  live  with  his  uncle  because  they 
were   afraid   he   was   settling  down 
too  quickly.    He  never  got  to  tell  my 
grandma  goodbye,  and  she  only  heard 
rumors  about  why  he  had  left.   He  had 
cold  feet;  he  was  seeing  another  girl... 
Those  were  some  of  the  rumors  started. 
Bobby  never  tried  to  contact  her  after 
leaving,  because  he  was  afraid.    He  was 
afraid  she  wouldn't  believe  him,  or  that 
she  wouldn't  understand  that  he  had  no 
choice.  So,  both  heartbroken,  they  gave  up 
on  each  other.   My  granny  went  on  to  fall  in 
love  with  another  man.  my  grandpa.  She  had 
kids  and  lived  on,  making  a  new  life. 

Bobby,    after   twenty-something    years    of 
wondering  and  regret,  came  back  to  search 
for  Hazel  Wilson.     He  moved  in  a  house  not 
far  from  hers,  hoping  to  find  out  what  she  was 
like,  if  she  was  married,  and  what  kind  of  life 
she  had  now.  He  watched  her  from  a  distance  for 
twenty-something  more  years,  as  a  neighbor.   She 
apparently  didn't  recognize  his  aged  face,  which 
she  had  once  known  so  well.  She  only  knew  him  as 
the  neighbor  she  saw  every  once  in  a  while,  and  he 
went  by  the  name  of  Will.  He  explained  all  of  this  in 
the  letters,  but  had  obviously  never  sent  them.  And  of 
all  people,  Maggie  and  1  had  found  them. 

We  sat  there  on  the  floor  of  the  old  house  in  silence 


alter  reading  the  letters.   It  seemed  like  we  were  sitting 

there  for  hours.    Bobby  never  sent  the  letters  because 

he  loved  Granny  too  much  to  ruin  the  happy  life  she 

had  made.    We  couldn't  figure  out  from  the  letters 

whether  he  was  dead  or  alive,  or  had  moved  far 

away. 

I  started  wondering  if  the  real  reason  Granny 

hung  on  to  things  so  tightly  was  because  she  had 

such  a  hard  time  letting  go  of  Bobby.   Maybe  she 

didn't  want  to  move  out  of  her  house  because 

she  knew  that  Bobby  was  around  the  corner,  but 

she  just  pretended  she  didn't  know.    Maybe  he 

was  the  man  I  can  remember  seeing  walking 

through  the  woods  when  1  was  five.  Maybe... 

"Shanna!"    Maggie's  voice  broke  my 

thoughts.  "Let's  go,  Dad's  gonna  be  mad  that 

we've  been  gone  so  long."  And  so  we  went, 

never  speaking  again  about  what  we  had 

found. 


Keys  -  Jesse  Butler 


Behind 

Blue 

Eyes 


By  Kimberly  B  rammer 


The     sun     was     glaring     in 
Norman's    face    as    he    awoke 
that  morning.     He  groaned  with 
frustration      and      disappointment 
as  he  reached  his  hand  over  to  his 
nightstand  to  smack  the  annoyance 
out  o(  his  alarm  clock's  monotonous 
screams.     Norman  never  had  to  wake 
up  before  noon,  except  on  Tuesdays.  This 
was  the  brilliance  of  his  profession.  Artists 
set   their  own   work   schedules.      Norman 
preferred  to  set  his  schedule   very   loosely, 
considering  he  had  been  out  of  work  for  some 
weeks  now.    The  only  routines  he  kept  were  his 
Tuesday  morning  visits  to  the  doctor. 


With  a  cigarette 

hanging    loosely    on     his 

bottom   lip,   Norman   cursed 

his    way    through    traffic    that 

morning.     Between  his  off-key 

sing-along  to  the  Bob  Dylan  album 

{Blood  on  the  Tracks,  of  course)  that 

never  left  his  CD  player,  Norman's 

only  other  driving  activities  involved 

the  frequent  use  of  his  middle  finger.   He 

arrived  almost  twenty  minutes  late  that 

morning.    Upon  bursting  through  the  front 

door  to  the  practice,  Norman  began  to  look 

for  his  favorite  secretary 

Besides    art,    Norman's    second    favorite 

pastime  was  women.     He  loved  all  women, 

especially  those  who  wore  at  least  a  D-cup.   As 

Norman  spotted  his  temptress  in  the  reception 

area,  his  thoughts  of  sex  became  interrupted  by 

the  doctor  who  had  been  happily  awaiting  his 

patient's  arrival. 

"Norman,  so  good  of  you  to  make  it  this  morning. 
Come  sit;  we  have  much  to  talk  about  today." 

Norman  could  never  help  but  laugh  at  the  doctor. 

His  voice  was  as  high-pitched  as  a  young  woman's, 

and  his  accent  seemed  to  be  a  cross  between  Mr. 

Howell  on  "Gilligan's  Island"  and  Keith  Richards 

of  the  Rolling  Stones. 

"Ah,  come  on,  Doc.  Give  me  just  a  minute 
to  talk  to  Margie.  I  feel  like  this  is  the  week 
that  she's  going  to  open  up  to  my  kindness  and 
gimme  her  digits,  ya  know?" 

"Norman,  Marjorie  is  a  married  woman. 

Nothing  against  you,  but  I  feel  as  if  your 

chances   with   her  are   slim   to   none,"  the 

doctor  replied  as  he  and  Norman  both  took 

seats  in  his  small,  though  glorious,  office. 

"How   is  you  telling  me  that  I  have 


no  chance  with  a  woman  supposed  to 

help  my  feelings?"     Norman  asked 

as  he  pulled  his  wrinkled  pack  of 

cigarettes  out  of  the  pocket  o(  his 

corduroy  jacket. 

"You're    right,    Norman, 

1  should  have  let  you  make 

such  a  discovery  on  your 


own,   I   suppose.      Let's  in  years.  The  picture  showed  a  skinny  man  with  thick 

get  away  from  this  topic,  black  glasses  and  a  crew  cut.    Well,  Brian  Owens. 

though.    Last  week  we  were  Kristy  thought  to  herself,   I'm  glad  you  had  a 

talking    about    your    years    at  good  time  last  night,  but  it's  going  to  cost  you. 

college;  would  you  like  to  keep  She  removed  a  neat  slack  of  tens,  twenties. 

going  on  that?,,  and  ones  from  the  wallet  and  stuck  them 

"Sure,  I  guess  so.    Utn,  let's  see.  haphazardly  into  her  Prada  bag.    With  his 

My  junior  year  at  Brown,  that  was  in  money  in  her  possession,  Kristy  left  the 

'88,  I  guess;  well,  God  just  took  a  shit  apartment  building  and  hailed  a  cab  to 

on  that  year  of  my  life.  That  was  the  year  take  her  back  to  her  own  home. 


that  I  kept  slammin  it  with  my  biology 
teacher.  Everything  started  out  great. . ." 

Norman  trailed  on  and  on  to  the  doctor  that 
morning.   This  woman,  that  woman,  so  many 
women.   Because  of  such  a  lifestyle,  the  doctor 
found  it  no  suiprise  that  Norman  had  to  live  each 
day  of  his  life  not  knowing  if  he  would  wake  up 
the  next  day.   Living  with  AIDS  had  caused  a  lot 
of  mental  strain  on  poor  Norman. 


The  sun  was  glaring  in  Kristy's  face  as  she 
awoke  that  morning.  She  stared  at  the  room  around 
her  for  a  moment,  deep  in  confusion.     This  was 
nothing  new  to  the  teenager,  though;  she  awoke  in 
strange  bedrooms  all  the  time.    She  sat  up  in  the 
empty  bed,  searching  the  floor  with  her  eyes  for 
any  remnants  of  whatever  she  had  been  wearing 
the  night  before.  Kristy  spied  her  sweater  and  skin 
thrown  across  the  room.  She  quickly  got  dressed, 
not  bothering  to  search  for  her  panties  and  bra. 
Whoever 's  bedroom  this  was  could  keep  them 
for  a  souvenir  if  he  chose  to.   The  sound  of  the 
shower  startled  Kristy  back  into  reality.    She 
had  time  to  walk  around  the  apartment,  to 
try  to  remember  where  she  might  be  while 
Monday   night's   Prince  Charming  bathed 
himself  of  the  whore's  germs. 

Kristy   moved   into   the   living   room 
where  said  Prince  Charming  had  left  his 
wallet  on  the  coffee  table,  right  beside 
her  purse.     She  quickly  opened  it. 


She   lived   in   the   penthouse 

suite  of  the  nicest  hotel  in  the  city. 

No,  Kristy  didn't  afford  such  an 

extravagant  home  on  her  income 

as  a  whore,  or  even  on  the  money 

that  she  stole  from  men.     Her 

parents    were    the    ones    who 

paid  the  rent  at  the  penthouse. 

Although    they    were    never 

home,  her  parents  had  hired 

a  staff  to  watch  over  Kristy. 

They    were    to    make    sure 

that  she  attended  school  and 

stayed  out  of  trouble.    Kristy 

had,   of  course,   bribed   this 

staff  with  a  bit  of  her  earnings 

to  let  her  be.    The  staff  still 

stayed  on  at  the  penthouse,  but 

they  spent  most  of  their  time 

on  drunken  cocaine  binges  and 

such.   The  only  time  that  Kristy 

and  her  staff  would  sober  up  was 

when  they  had  been  assured  that 

her  parents  were  coming  in  for  a 

little  visit. 

As   Kristy   opened   the   door 

to   her  home,   she   was   greeted   b\ 

Camilla,  the  maid,  and  Alfonso,  the 

security  guard,  having  wild  sex  on  the 

living  room  couch.  The  girl  was  unfazed 

by  such  an  act,  and  she  walked  right  past 


The  picture  on  the  license  was  that  them  as  if  this  were  normal. 

of  a   thirty-three-year-old   man,  "Don't  worry.  I  won't  be  long.    Just 

Brian    Owens.       Poor    Brian  getting  changed  for  my  appointment  with  the 

Owens  looked  as  though  he  shrink,"  Kristy  called  to  them. 

hadn't  gotten  any  action  She  wasn't  greeted  with  a  response,  but  with 


Camilla's  moans  of  passion.     Kristy  giggled  at  the  gone  for  over  an  hour  and 

Spanish  lady's  screams  as  she  ehanged  clothes  in  a  half  before, 

her  room.    A  visit  with  her  shrink  called  for  a  The  girl  had  a  bit  of  a 

conservative  outfit.     Classic  yet  sexy,   Kristy  start   when    she   realized    that 

thought  as  she  chose  a  pair  of  shoes.  She  had  a  her   mother  was   sitting   in   the 

major  attraction  to  the  doctor  and  sometimes  corner  of  the  room.     Mother  had 

felt  as  though  he  wanted  her  as  well.  never  believed  previous  tales  of  such 

Kristy   ran   back   through   the   living  events.    She  had  wanted  to  see  it  for 

room  where  Alfonso  and  Camilla  now  herself.     What  she  saw  that  morning 

sat   smoking   cigarettes   and   out   the  seemed  unexplainable. 

front  door.    She  hailed  a  cab,  and  on  "Kassie,"  the  doctor  began.  .  ."1  must 

the  way  to  the  doctor's  office  began         tell  you  something  that  may  frighten  you." 
to  think  of  her  parents.   She  hadn't  Kassie  took  a  deep,  though  shaky,  breath, 

seen  them  in  nine  months.   Kristy  "Okay." 

pushed    away    any    sentimental  "Kassie,  your  mother  and  I  were  introduced 

thoughts  as  she  reached  into  her        to  someone  today,"  the  doctor  began  cautiously, 
purse  for  the  small  bottle  that  Kassie  looked  at  him;  her  expression  was 

contained  her  magic  dust.    She         one  of  total  confusion. 

opened  it  and  put  a  bit  of  the  "I  talked  to  someone  other  than  Norman  today, 

white  powder  onto  the  end  of         Kassie.    We  met  a  girl  named  Kristy.    Kristy  is 
her  house  key.   While  the  cab        your  age.  Do  you  know  of  this  girl?" 
driver  cursed  the  traffic  ahead  "No.  .  .  I  don't.    But,  remember,  1  didn't  know 

of  him,    Kristy    snorted    the        that  Norman  existed,  either,  till  the  first  hypnosis." 
drug  and  began  to  fantasize  "Thank  you  for  being  calm,  dear.  Are  you  feeling 

about  her  shrink.  all  right  now?"  the  doctor  asked  her.  He  hoped  his 

"Yes,  1  am  a  sixteen-year-        voice  was  soothing  for  the  girl, 
old  prostitute  with  rich  parents         "Um,  well,  1  feel  a  bit  nauseous.  I  have  to  use  the 
and  a  cocaine  addiction,  but         rest  room,  may  1?"  she  asked  him  politely, 
wouldn't  you    love   to   know  "Of  course  you  may." 

what  I'm  like  in  bed,"  Kristy         As  Kassie  stretched  her  legs  and  left  the  room, 
thought  to  herself  with  a  giggle         the  doctor  turned  to  the  girl's  mother.      Her 
as  she  snorted  another  hit  of  the         expression  leaked  many  emotions.  Guilt,  fright, 
white  powder.  sadness.  .  .it  was  written  all  over  her  face. 
"Are  there  more?"  she  asked  with  some 

The  sun  was  glaring  in  Kassie's         apprehension, 
face  as  she  awoke  that  morning.  "I'm   quite   sure   that   there   are   more. 

One  look  around  the  room  and  the  You  met  one  of  them  for  the  first  time 

groggy  girl   knew  exactly  what  had  today,  just  as  I  did.    Victims  of  multiple 

been  happening  to  her.  personality  disorder  can  have  numerous 

"How  long  did  it  last?"  she  asked  him  characters  emerge  from  their  mind 

as  she  looked  down  at  her  hands.    Kassie  at  different  times  of  their  life,"  the 

always  liked  to  make  sure  that  nothing  about  doctor  told  her  slowly.    He  feared 

her  had  changed  after  each  awakening  such  as  that  she  would  snap, 

this  one.  "How   can  we  know  how 

"Two  and  a  half  hours,"  he  told  her.    His  voice  many  she  has  in  her?"  she 

sounded  full  of  excitement.    Kassie  had  never  been  asked    him,    while    tears 


formed  in  her  tired  blue 
eyes. 

"We'll  know  through  time, 
Mrs.  Smith.    In  the  meantime. 
we  must  be  patient  with  Kassie. 
She's    got    quite    a    neighborhood 
existing  inside  her  mind.    Only  she 
possesses  the  keys  to  open  up  everyone 
who  lives  there." 

"Keys?"  Mrs.  Smith  asked. 

"Yes,  in   Kassie's  mind  exists  a  long 
corridor  with  many  doors.    We  must  wait 
with  patience  for  her  to  decide  which  door 
she's  going  to  open  next.  We  never  know  who 
could  be  waiting  there  for  her." 
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There's 

Such 

Thin, 

(A  Kitchen  Story) 

By  Lisa  Roiigeou 


When       she       first 

peered   over  the   top   of  the 

counter    and    saw     it    elearly, 

she  almost  vomited.     The  bug 

spider  worm  thing  and  its  bizarre 

movement    was   an    impossibility 

from  the  moment  her  mind  tried  to 

assess  it.    It  couldn't  be  there  on  her 

French  doors  and  suddenly  scuttling 

across  the  carpet  to  the  dining  table 

leg,  moving  so  nimbly,  yet  looking  so 

sluggish.  What  was  that? 

Gretehen  dropped  back  down  behind 

the  eountertop  of  the  kitchen   island  and 

closed  the  cabinet  that  the  thing  had  rushed 

from.     She  had  been  on  her  knees  digging 

for  the   bundt  pan,   absolutely   vital   for  the 

spice  cake,  when  she  felt  (saw?)  something  run 

across  her  fingers,  her  wrist,  and  then  her  leg. 

Reflexively  jerking  back,   feeling  that  panicked 

tingle  under  her  armpits,  that  dry-throated  fear  when 

she  saw  a  mouse,  she  raised  her  head  over  the  counter 

to  look  in  the  dining  room  where  the  intruder  had  fled. 

That  was  when  she  saw  what  she  couldn't  have  seen, 

because  there  was  no  such  thing. 

Gretehen  sat  with  her  back  to  the  closed  cabinet 

door  and  looked  around  her  kitchen  for  a  murder 

weapon.      Almost    everything    she    saw    would 

require  her  to  be  much  too  close  to  the  bug  thing. 

Whether  it  was  poisonous  or  not  didn't  matter. 

Nothing  that  hideous  could  be  okay  to  touch. 

She  considered  and   rejected  knives,   large 

spatulas,  pans,  and  skillets.   The  broom?    It 

would  allow  her  to  kill  from  a  distance,  but 

would  require  numerous  jabs.    Gretehen 

wondered  if  the  fireplace  poker  would  be 

better.  It  would  be  deadlier  quicker,  but 

then  she'd  have  to  get  by  that  dining 

room  table  to  get  to  the  fireplace  in  the 

living  room. 

She     realized     that     several 

minutes  had  gone  by  and  the  bug 

worm    spider    thing    had    been 

moving  quickly.     If  she  didn't 

keep  her  eye  on   it,   it  could 

hide  anywhere  in  her  house. 


That  thought  got  her  moving  move  from  the  dining  tabic  to  the  wine  cabinet, 
immediately.  She  raised  up  so  she  assumed  she  wouldn't  hear  it  when  it 
and  looked  over  the  counter  moved  again.  Hurry,  kill  it  before  it  gets  away. 
again  into  the  dining  room.  Why  hadn't  she  thought  of  the  big  can  o\'  Raid 

It  wasn't  on  the  chair  leg,  nor  under  the  kitchen  sink?    It  was  some  sort  of 

was  it  on  any  of  the  others  around  bug.  wasn't  it?  //  was  looking  right  at  me. 
the  table,  nor  the  legs  of  the  table  Gretchen  skidded  across  the  kitchen  and 
itself.  The  surface  of  the  table  was  flailed  around  in  the  bottom  cabinet  until 
bare  other  than  the  vase  of  flowers  she   found  the  red  can  that  proclaimed 

in  the  center.     Gretchen  leaned  over         death  on  "spiders,  ants,  and  silverfish." 
the  counter  to  see  the  base  of  the  china  From     over     her     left     shoulder 

cabinet  across  the  room  better.     Seeing  Gretchen  saw  the  spider  worm  bug's 

nothing  (and  the  bug  thing  was  quite  large).  misshapen  reflection  from  the  French 
she  considered  the  wine  cabinet  just  on  the  doors.  Weapon  raised,  finger  on 
other  side  of  the  counter.    She  raised  up  on  the  spray  trigger,  she  faced  it  as 

her  toes  to  lean  as  far  as  possible,  still  reluctant  it  darted  across  the  counter  top. 
to  actually  step  into  the  room.  Since  the  wine  back  into  the  kitchen.  It  raced 
cabinet  was  short,  almost  underneath  the  other  toward  the  stove  and  then 
side  of  the  counter,  she  scooted  on  her  belly  across  hesitated,  turned  its  horrible 

the  wide  counter  space  to  hang  her  head  down  a  bit  head  (face?)  toward  her.  and 
to  see  it  better.  tilted  it  quizzically.     Then. 

As  Gretchen  leaned  the  upper  part  of  her  body  with  frightening  speed,  it 

over  the  counter,  she  turned  her  head  at  an  angle  in  leaped/ran  directly  toward 
an  attempt  to  look  at  the  bottom  of  the  wine  cabinet.  her.  Gretchen  gagged. 
Relieved  to  see  nothing  there,  she  relaxed  and  began  screamed,  gagged,  and 
to  pull  herself  back  across  the  counter.  With  her  neck  sprayed     gouts     of    Raid 

still  craned,  she  froze  with  her  face  less  than  a  foot  directly  at  it.  The  bug 
from  the  glass  front  of  the  wine  cabinet.  The  worm  thing  fell  backward  on  the 
spider  bug  thing  was  fastened  there — this  close  counter,  its  underside  gra\  and 

up  she  could  see  a  milky  ooze  around  where  it  paunchy. 

crouched — but  its  head — its  head  was  turned.  Gretchen  still  gripped  the 

crazed  as  hers  was,  and  its  eyes  (too  many,  too  Raid  can  and  stood  frozen  in  the 
many)  were  fixed  on  hers.  center  of  the  kitchen.  She  shook  all 

Gretchen  intended  to  scream,  but  all  that  over,  but  would  not  release  the  can. 

she  managed  was  a  low  moan,  and  she  The  worm  bug  spider  was  motionless, 

threw  herself  backwards  over  the  counter  but  she  was  afraid  to  go  near  it  or  touch 
into  the  kitchen.     She  slid  on  her  butt  it.    She  wanted  someone  else  to  sec  it. 

across  the  kitchen  floor,  still  scrabbling  this  anomaly.   And  she  wanted  it  o\T  her 

backwards   until   her   shoulders   met  kitchen  counter.     She  backed  up  to  the 

the   refrigerator.      There's   no  such  pantry,  still  holding  the  can  so  tightly  that 

thing,  she  panted  and  then  laughed  her  knuckles  were  white.   She  wanted  a  box 

hysterically.  No  one  will  believe  to  put  over  it  and  scoop  it  up  with.  Thinking 
this.       She    laughed    again    and  a  cereal  box  too  narrow,  she  grabbed  the  box 

then  hiccupped,  which  for  some  inside  the  pantry  door,  which  held  empty  cola 

reason  sobered  her.  Kill  it.  cans,  never  releasing  her  Raid  can.    Only  half 

She  hadn't  heard  the  thing  turning   from   the   impossible   bug  thing  on   her 


counter,  she  shook  the  empty  cans  from  the  box  and 
dragged  it  into  the  kitchen. 

The  bug  spider  worm  was  standing  squatting 
on  the  counter  again. 

Gretchen  raised  both  the  Raid  can  and  the 
empty  box  defensively. 

The  bug  thing  shook  its  head  at  her. 

Gretchen  shrieked  and  threw  both  of  her 
weapons  at  it. 

The  bug  thing  shook  its  head  at  her 
warningly. 

Gretchen  screamed  obscenities  at  it 
with  spit  flying  and  arms  waving,  and 
the  bug  thing  Hung  itself  forward 
at  her.     She  grabbed  the  broom 
and   batted   it   (heavy,    heavy,    its 
body    was    so    heavy)    into    the 
refrigerator.       When    the    bug 
spider  worm  slid  down  to  the 
floor  it  wasn't  moving  quite 
as  fast  when  it  righted  itself 
this    time,    and    Gretchen 
pummeled     it    with    the 
broom.    Twice  it  reached 
her     foot,     opening     its 
monstrous    mouth     (teeth, 
teeth,  Oh  God  it  has  teeth), 
but     Gretchen     turned     the 
broom  upside  down  and  began 
gouging     it    with     the     heavy 
wooden  pole  end.  The  bug  thing 
began  to  bleed  (it  has  red  blood, 
too)  and  flatten.  Gretchen  pounded 
and   pounded,   and    then    began   to 
grind  the  broom  handle. 

Sometime  later  she  realized  that  her 
shoulders  hurt  and  her  hands  were  raw 
and  that  she  had  been  squashing  this  bug 
thing  for  a  long  time.  She  also  was  making 
weird,  guttural  noises.   AY;  one  will  believe 
this,  she  laughed/cried,  until  they  see  it.    But 
when  she  finally  let  go  of  the  broom,  she  saw 
with  dismay  that  all  that  was  left  on  the  kitchen 
tile   was  an   unrecognizable,   indistinguishable 
mass  of  bug  guts. 
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Four 

Quick 

Reports 

By  Robert  Aaron  Tummons 


Clouds  are  dancing  in  the  clear  blue 
skies.    They  seem  to  dance  silently 
through  the  air,  almost  unnoticeable 
to  the  passersby,  as  John  Clarkson 
sits  on  his  porch.   He  had  built  that 
porch,  that  entire  house,  in  fact, 
many  years  before.    He  can  hear 
the  rocking  chair  creaking.     He 
begins  to  smile  as  he  can  see 
the  faces  of  his  grandchildren 
so  wonderful,  so  peaceful.   It  is 
so  hot,  though,  and  he  can  feel 
wet  drops  roll  down  his  chest. 

John   is  thirty,   now.      He 
has  been  working  for  Intel 
for  five   years,   and,   by   a 
stroke  of  luck,  this  is  the 
day   that   he   cracked   the 
hardware  problem.     The 
latest  chips  were  having 


cooling  problems,  which 

plagued  so  many  oi'  the 

electronics    of    the    age, 

but  utilizing  a  fan  wasn't 

enough.     The  system   just 

kept  melting  down,  causing 

that  familiar  smell  of  burning 

plastic    floating    around    the 

tech  lab.  like  a  rotting  carcass 

upwind.     In  theory,  a  coolant 

would  work,  but  they  couldn't 

figure  out  a  safe  way  to  run 

a    miniature    radiator    through. 

John  secured  his  retirement.    He 

found  that  he  could,  with  a  special 

polymer,  poly-coat  the  entire  unit 

directly.     The  liquids  would  then 

hit  the  unit,  transferring  the  heat 

instantly     without     damaging     the 

microchip  itself.  That  eureka  feeling 

rushed  through  him  in  that  amazing 

break  through  moment.  He  could  taste 

the  sweetness,  like  iron  in  his  mouth. 

John  is  twenty-four  and  he  looks  to 

the  field.   He  can  almost  see  his  parents 

waving  to  him.    John  is  smiling  here  as 

well,  but  this  time  it  is  because  of  his 

great  accomplishment.    He  is  graduating, 

cum   laude,  with  a  degree   in  Computer 

Information  Systems.    He  is  duly  prepared 

to  walk  into  any  microchip  manufacturing 

position  without  hesitation.    He  can  hear  the 

claps  now-one-two-three-four-as  the  crowd 

acknowledges  his  achievement. 

Here  he  is  again.     Another  snapshot  of  a 

wonderful  time  that  John  recalls.  This  one  is  of 

his  first  day  of  classes  at  Harvard,  after  having 

pushed  himself  through  high  school.  Gifted  in  the 

sciences,  he  had  applied  for  scholarships  at  key 

schools,  hoping  for  the  best  of  the  best.    He  feels 

so  empty,  lost  in  a  world  that  is  not  his  own.  Across 

the  way,  he  recalls  seeing  a  beautiful  young  lady, 

gorgeous  beyond  degree,  with  long,  dark  hair,  long 

legs,  and  a  friendly  smile.    Lucky  John,  he's  met  his 

match.  That  emptiness  is  still  there,  though. 

John,  John.  John,  sophomore  in  high  school,  popular, 


a  tad  geeky,  but  likeable 
anyway.    He  looks  at  this 
Apple,  a  virtual  work  beast, 
a  model  of  excellence  in  his 
programming.     His  parents 
had   bought   him   expensive 
software  for  Christmas,  and 
John  is  determined  not  to  let 
them  regret  it.  He's  making  an 
icon  now.   It's  for  a  friend.   It's 
a  gun  firing  at  him,  cold,  black 
metal  with  almost  no  pixels. 

The  sky  is  blue.     Across  the 
way,  a  car  is  being  stripped  clean. 
Two  men  are  taking  it  apart.  John 
walks  around  the  corner  on  his  way 
to  school.    It's  his  first  day  of  high 
school.    He  watches  as  a  third  man 
walks  up  and  the  other  two  begin  to 
beat  him. 

"Quit  itr  he  screams.    "Leave  him 
alone!" 

The  men  look  at  him,  laughing.  John 
screams  again,  obscenities  or  something. 
The  men  threaten  his  life,  but  it  doesn't 
stop  him. 

John    puts    his    backpack    down    and 
charges.  The  men  are  shocked  as  John  cold 
cocks  one  with  a  quick  forearm.  The  other 
shuffles  out  of  the  way.    John  sees  him  out 

of  the  corner  of  his  eye,  pulling  at  something,  i  ">  r 

pulling  something  out.  1  Z  ^ 

John  turns. 

Four  quick  reports. 

He  feels  a  warm,  wet  dribble  down  his  chest. 
He  can  taste  the  iron  of  his  blood  in  his  mouth. 
The  sound  catches  up  to  him  now,  and  he  hears 
the  loud  claps.  As  John  slumps  over,  he  watches 
the  men  run,  and  his  stomach  feels  empty. 

He  utters  a  raspy  breath,  short  and  jumpy,  as 
visions  appear  before  him.    They  are  unclear  and 
make  no  sense  to  him.  .  .poor  good  Samaritan.  Poor 
John.  .  . 


8  Bubble-Bum 


By  Shane  Padraic  Erath 

Part  One:  A  Package  Sent 

^i  The  scissors  snk-snk-snked  across  the 

^Jg     flimsy  newspaper,  black-inked  chunks  of 

C      refuse  flung  into  the  air  by  the  rapidly 
^sL     snapping  jaws   of  the   pair   of  plastic 
safety  scissors  Pat  gripped  clumsily  in 
one  hand.  He  was  excited — seven-year- 
olds  are  easily  excited,  after  all. 

The  scissors  sheared  through  the 
date — December  5, 201 7 — and  identified 
the  city  as  New  Hope,  Tennessee,  a  pretty 
town  that  had  grown  somewhat  since 
the  ocean  had  sunk  everything  below  it 
and  made  it  beach- front  property.  But 
Pat  didn't  care  about  any  of  that;  it  had 
happened  before  he  was  born,  anyway. 
All  he  cared  about  was  the  ad  in  the 
paper  selling  the  world-famous  "Bubble- 
Bum:  Blow  Bubbles  for  the  Homeless" 
campaign.  To  be  honest,  he  didn't  like 
the  taste  of  the  bubblegum  that  much, 
but  he'd  been  saving  those  damned 
labels  for  a  year  now,  eating  a  pack  of 
the  pink  stuff  a  day,  so  he  could  finally 
get  his  own  bum. 

Now  he  was  busy  cutting  out  the 
weekly  advertisement  and  call  for 
labels: 


Bubble-Bum  Adopt-a-Bum! 
Thousands  of  people  lose 
their  homes  every  year;  help 
them  today!  Save  up  three 
hundred  and  fifty  Bubble- 
Bum  labels  and  only  $5,  and 
you  can  adopt  your  very  own 
homeless  person.  We  will  use 
your  $5  and  funds  from  your 
purchases  over  the  years 
to  pay  a  full  $50  a  month  to 
each  bum  adopted.  It's  not 
much,  but  every  cent  counts. 
See  www14.bubblebum.com 
for  more  info.  Get  your  bum 
today! 
Pat  had  been  to  the  website,  alright. 
He  had  bookmarked  it  and  memorized 
the  details  of  the  offer.    He'd  get  to 
legally  change  the   homeless   person's 
name  to  whatever  lie  wanted,  and  he'd 
get  pictures  of  his  bum  in  the  mail,  and 
once  his  bum  finally  got  back  on  his  feet 
he'd  get  to  meet  him!.  .  .Oh,  and  he'd  be 
helping  the  guy  get  back  on  his  feet  with 
the  money  he'd  get  from  Bubble-Bum, 
Inc.  It  was  a  great  deal,  all  around.  Even 
his  Dad  agreed,  and  he  was  a  lawyer,  so 
he  knew. 

Pat  thrust  the  ad  and  his  labels  into 
a  brown  manila  envelope,  scrambling 
for  his  five  dollars  and  shoving  it  in  as 
well  before  sealing  the  envelope  with 
his  tongue.  He  peered  out  the  open 
window  to  see  the  post  office  van  pulling 
up,  ducking  through  the  opening  and 
shouting,  "Mr.  Richter,  hold  on!  Got 
somethin'  for  you  to  mail  off,  sir:  I  do!" 
The  old  man  grinned,  leaning  out  the 
window  of  his  van  to  ruffle  Pat's  scruff 
of  bright  red  hair  fondly.  "Alright,  kid, 
whatcha"  got?" 

"I  finally  saved  up  my  labels,  sir!  I  get 
my  bum  soon  as  this  gets  mailed!" 
Mr.   Richter's  grin  widened,  and  he 


patted  the  boy's  head  once  more  be  lore 
snatching  up  the  envelope,  "Well,  Til 
make  sure  to  take  extra-special  care  of 
this  one,  then.  Don't  want  no  bum  to  get 
left  out.  I  gotta  get  goin',  tell  your  folks  I 
said  they,!*, 

Part  Two:  A  Package 
Received 

Dear  Patrick  Depp: 

Thank  you  for  your  submission 
of  350  labels  and  the  customary  $5 
fee.  We've  looked  up  your  statistics 
and  found  a  bum  that  best  suits  your 
personality.  As  you  requested,  your 
homeless  person's  name  has  been 
changed  to  King  Rocky  Bologna  III. 
It  has  been  legally  changed  and  he/she 
will  go  on  record  with  his/her  new 
name. 

In  addition  to  this  letter,  I'm 
mailing  one  out  to  him/her  informing 
him/her  of  his/her  sponsorship  and 
giving  him/her  his/her  first  S50. 
Enclosed  is  your  Bubble-Bum 
Ownership  Card.  Use  this  any  time 
you  purchase  Bubble-Bum,  and 
remember,  your  homeless  person  only 
continues  to  receive  your  financial 
support  as  long  as  you  continue  to  buy 
our  product  loyally  and  submit  the 
monthly  S5  fee.  Thank  you. 

Sincerely, 
Howard  Bernstein 


H.B 


Part  Three:  $$$ 


"I'm  on  the  hiiiiighwaaay  to  heell. 
on  the  hiiiighway  to  heee!!/'  John  J. 
Johnson  crooned  along  with  the  only 
compact   disc   he   owned.    He'd    found 


the  obsolete  CD  player  and  headphones 
in  some  college  kid's  trashcan  nearl) 
two  weeks  ago.  and  he  had  an  idea  the 
batteries  would  run  out  soon.  That'd 
be  about  when  John  would  sell  the  CD 
player  and  the  CD  that  had  come  w  ith  it. 

He  had  no  idea  why  the  kid  had 
thrown  them  out.  I  mean.  sure,  it  was 
pre-Sinking  and  obsolete,  but  still,  it 
worked.  And  AC/DC's  Back  in  Black 
the  title  scrawled  onto  the  CD,  was 
sure  better  than  that  electronic  crapola 
the  industry  pumped  out  these  days. 
He  tugged  the  headphones  off  his  head, 
pushed  Stop  on  the  compact  disc  player, 
and  shoved  the  whole  get-up  into  his  old 
Army  combat  jacket,  scratching  his  thick 
beard  and  shoving  through  the  rotating 
glass  door. 

He  was  here  to  pick  up  his  monthly 
Bubble-Bum  update.  He  got  the  letters 
every  month — usually  saying.  "We're 
sorry,  you've  not  been  chosen  for  this 
month.  Maybe  next  time!"  They  were 
insulting  form  letters,  but  he  needed  the 
fifty  buckos  a  month  he'd  get  if  he  were 
adopted,  and  this  was  easier  money  than 
running  jolt  for  the  phlegmatic  black  guy 
downtown. 

This  time  was  different.  The  envelope 
was  heavier,  and  he  scrambled  to  tear 
open  the  top,  puffing  a  breath  of  air 
inside  of  it  to  pluck  the  letter  from 
within.  .  .and  out  fell  fifty  dollars,  neatly 
enclosed  within  the  folded  letter. 

Dear  Mr.  Johnson, 

You've  been  chosen  as  the  prime 
adoption  candidate  for  Mr.  Pat  Depp 
of  New  Hope.  Tennessee!  Mr.  Depp 
has  officially  changed  your  name 
to  King  Rocky  Bologna  111.  and  it 
has  been  changed  on  your  official 
government  documents,  as  per  the 
agreement  with  Bubble-Bum.  Inc. 
Please  begin  adopting  this  name  as 


your  own.  Enclosed  is  your  money. 
Remember:  Save,  save,  save,  and 
ever)  cent  counts! 

Sincerely, 

Howard  Bernstein 

H.B. 

(Enclosure) 

John  Rocky,  now.  Or  King?  He'd 
go  with  Rocky.  King  was  a  stupid  name. 
Rock)  ga\  e  a  w  hoop,  leaping  into  the  air 
and  clicking  his  heels  together  clumsily. 
A  stuffy  old  lady  in  a  wig  huffed  as  he 
ran  past  her  and  out  onto  the  sidewalk 
in  front  oi"  the  post  office,  peering  at 
the  green  gold  clutched  in  one  fist.  Fifty 
bucks!  Hell,  he  hadn't  had  that  much  to 
blow  (SAVE,  SAVE,  SAVE)  in  months.  It 
was  like  his  first  allowance  as  a  kid. 

That  was  back  before  New  Orleans 
had  sunk  to  the  bottom.  His  mom  had 
given  him  five  bucks,  and  he  had  blown 
it  getting  an  older  kid  to  buy  him  his  first 
pack  of  cigarettes.  Should  have  known 
he'd  be  homeless  back  then,  he  thought 
with  a  bitter  smile.  Sure  was  nice  back 
then,  when  he  had  a  house  to  stay  in.  .  . 
yeah,  I 'in  gonna  save  this,  he  thought. 

He  trotted  aimlessly  along  the 
sidewalk,  peering  at  his  cash.  John/ 
Rocky  wasn't  really  thinking  about  the 
money  so  much  as  his  first  apartment 
back  in  New  Orleans.  He  had  finished 
high  school  and  got  his  first  job  at  one  of 
the  oil  rigs  oiY  in  the  Gulf,  back  before 
the  caps  had  melted  and  New  Hope. 
Tennessee,  became  beachfront  property. 
Tourists  went  shark  fishing  over  the 
ruins  of  old  NOLA  now,  and  when  she 
sank,  she  took  the  oil  rigs  with  her,  along 
with  Rocky's — then  John's — old  job, 
apartment,  and  Chevy  pickup  truck. 

Too  had  I  didn  't  have  flood  insurance 
like  the  rest  of  the  assholes  in  town. 
he  thought.   This  time  it  'II  he  different. 


though.  I'm  getting  me  a  nice  place  way 
the  hell  away  from  this  fucking  beach. 
Someplace  in  the  CD.  desert  where  I 
won  't  have  sea  bass  shifting  on  my  house 
when  it  sinks. 

"Jesus  Christ  on  crutches!  Where  the 
hell  did  you  get  fifty  bucks,  John!" 

"Name's  Rocky  now,  Greg.  1  got 
adopted,  man.  Kid  changed  my  name  to 
fucking  ROCKY,  but  whatever,  it's  fifty 
bucks." 

Greg  was  a  big  man.  How  he  stayed 
that  fat  after  being  homeless  for  ten  years 
was  beyond  Rocky,  but  he  did,  somehow . 
"Man,  this  calls  for  a  celebration!  We 
should  head  to  the  Rising  Sun,  man,  have 
a  few  drinks." 

Rocky  shook  his  head.  "Nah,  Greg, 
I'm  saving  it  up  like  it  says  in  the  letter, 
man.  Gonna  get  me  a  place  far  away 
from  the  oce — " 

"BULLSHIT!  Come  on,  it's  only  right 
down  there!"  Greg  pointed  down  the 
block,  perhaps  three  buildings  farther 
down,  where  the  pub  was  still  lit  up  in 
neon  lights.  It  was  open  even  this  early, 
and  this  was  one  time  Rocky  regretted 
it. .  .part  of  him,  at  least.  The  other  half  was 
damned  happy  the  Rising  Sun  was  open. 

"Come  on,  man!  Just  one  drink.  .  .to 
celebrate!" 

Rocky  frowned,  but  nodded 
reluctantly,  "Well.  .  .alright,  but  just 
one!"  He  grinned,  trotting  with  Greg 
towards  the  pub. 

Part  Four:  Headaches  and 
Traffic 


Some  time  ago  Greg  had  had  his  fill 
and  stumbled  off  to  the  bathroom  to 
vomit  up  the  cheap  whiskey  they'd  been 
imbibing  since  that  afternoon.  Rocky 
decided  he'd  had  enough,  and  besides. 


the  fifty  cents  he  had  left  over  wouldn't 
buy  him  another  drink,  so  he  stumbled 
off  the  stool  and  towards  the  door, 
gripping  his  ailing  skull. 

He  didn't  really  care  that  he'd  just 
blown  his  fifty  dollars  on  whiskey.  He'd 
probably  care  when  the  whiskey  wore 
off,  but  for  now,  he  was  feeling  fine.  It 
was  just  growing  dark  outside — must 
have  been  seven,  maybe  eight  o'clock — 
when  he  found  his  way  to  the  sidewalk, 
bumping  into  some  passing  teenager 
who  wrinkled  his  nose  and  muttered, 
"Smell  like  a  goddamn  brewery,  man. 
Get  off." 

Rocky  muttered  some  incoherent 
response,  flicking  the  kid  off  as  he  made 
his  way  to  the  other  end  of  the  sidewalk 
to  cross  the  road.  His  favorite  place  to 
crash  was  in  a  little  parking  garage  about 
one  block  away  on  the  other  side  of  the 
busy  street.  He  burped,  squinting  against 
the  blurring  headlights  that  passed  him, 
"Oh!  Always  look  both  ways,  she  said, 
she  di — " 

Rocky  should  have  followed  his  own 
advice.  The  honk  of  the  horn  only  served 
to  draw  his  attention  towards  the  bus  that 
killed  him,  slamming  into  his  staggering 
body  and  flinging  it  a  good  twenty  feet 
down  the  road,  crushed  and  broken.  All 
Greg  could  do,  from  his  spot  beside  the 
Rising  Sun's  door,  was  mutter  a  shocked, 
".  .  .shit." 

Part  Five:  The  American 
Dream 

"Jesus  Christ!  He  got  hit  by  a  BUS? 
Crap,  alright.  I'll  see  what  I  can  do." 
Howard  clicked  the  phone's  off  button, 
shoving  it  into  his  coat's  pocket  with  a 
sigh.  He  rubbed  a  hand  against  the  bridge 
of  his  nose. 

"Is  something  wrong,  Mr.  Bernstein?" 


Carol  was  pretty  enough,  and  a  bright 
secretary.  Howard  liked  her;  she  was 
probably  his  greatest  investment  in  this 
business  yet.  Damn  sure  better  than  that 
bastard  bum,  "Rocky."  or  whatever  the 
hell  the  kid  had  named  him. 

"Yeah,  one  of  the  kids'  homeless  guys 
got  hit  by  a  bus.  For  crying  out  loud, 
you'd  think  he  could  last  one  freaking 
day,  but  he  went  and  got  hit  by  a  bus 
hours  after  he  got  his  goddamn  check." 

Carol  frowned.  "Is  there  anything  you 
want  me  to  do,  Mr.  Bernstein?" 

"Not  unless  you  suddenly  can 
reincarnate  the  dead." 

She  scratched  her  cheek  as  if  she 
were  actually  considering  revealing  this 
gift.  Finally,  she  shook  her  head  with  a 
sigh.  "Sorry,  sir.  .  .only  thing  I  can  even 
compare  this  to  is  when  my  dad  died  and 
we  had  to  break  it  to  the  kid." 

"What'd  you  tell  him?" 

"Grandpa  was  up  in  Heaven  with  the 
angels  or  something  to  that  effect.  Should 
have  used  the  goldfish  trick  instead!" 

"Goldfish  trick?"  Howard  arched  a 
brow. 

"Nothing,  Mr.  Bernstein.  .  .  When  my 
kid's  goldfish  died,  instead  of  telling  him 
we  went  out  and  bought  a  new  one  that 
looked  just  like  him."  i  on 

Howard  sighed,  turning  to  go  back  1  <£? 
to  his  own  office,  but  paused.  The 
proverbial  light  bulb  could  almost  be 
seen,  dimly  lighting  above  his  head 
before  he  flicked  out  his  cell  phone  once 
more. 

"Jim?  Yeah,  this  is  Howard,  hey. 
Can  you  do  me  a  favor?  Maybe?  You 
remember  that  bum  that  got  hit  by  the  bus. 
right?  I  need  you  to  find  me  someone  that 
looks  just  like  him.  Well,  enough  that  a 
kid  wouldn't  tell  the  difference  through  a 
picture.  Okay?  Thanks.  Hey.  Til  buy  you 
lunch  tomorrow,  alright'?  Deal." 


X 

n 


*J 


Angel  -  Miguel  Bobadilla 


HALLOWEEN 
MOON 


By  Thomas  Parrie 

It's  been  five  years  since  Norah  died.  We'd 
been  friends  ever  since  the  third  grade.  We  started 
dating  in  tenth  grade,  and  I  married  her  after  our 
graduation.  I  remember  the  very  first  time  we  met; 
it  was  Halloween  night,  1986.  Both  our  mothers 
thought  that  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  take  us 
trick-or-treating  together,  and  it  was.  Since  that 
night  we  became  inseparable;  well,  until  about  five 
years  ago.  She  was  the  only  woman  that  1  will  ever 
love,  and  tonight  is  our  anniversary;  tonight  is  the 
anniversary  of  the  crash.  To  celebrate,  I  sit  here  in 
my  room,  staring  out  my  window  and  listening  to 
my  little  gray  radio,  doing  what  I  do  best,  drinking. 
God,  if  she  were  here  right  now  she'd  be  bitching 
and  nagging  about  the  Wild  Turkey.  She  always 
said  that  I  was  hurting  myself,  and  that  it  could 
even  kill,  but  here  lately  it  has  been  hurting  me  just 
fine.  Hell,  it's  the  thinking  that's  killing  me,  and 
this  damn  wheelchair  isn't  helping,  either. 

The  radio  plays  classic  rock  and  I  drink,  looking 


for  ghosts,  but  that's  what  1 
do.  If  I  had  any  intentions  o\' 
going  back  to  work,  by  now 
I  would  have  finished  my 
novel.  But  nothing  is  going 
to  stop  me  from  celebrating 
the  past.  A  song  just  came 
on  the  radio;  you  know 
it.  .  .it  goes.  .  .urn.  "Two  lost 
souls  swimming  in  a  fish 
bowl  da  da  da."  Oh  well, 
fuck  it.  never  understood 
what  that  means,  anyway. 
Looks  like  that  wind  is 
blowing  pretty  hard  outside; 
probably  going  to  rain. 
Perfect,  just  like  last  year. 
A  year  ago  I  was  sitting  here 
in  the  same  chair,  listening 
to  the  same  radio,  drinking 
the  same  drink,  and  staring 
out  the  same  dirty  window 
when  I  noticed  that  the  wind 
was  picking  up.  I  remember 
muttering,  "Looks  like  rain, 
perfect."  1  recall  looking  over 
at  Norah 's  picture  on  my  desk 
and  saying  out  loud,  "Miss 
you,  baby,  miss  you  a  lot." 
Then  I  held  up  the  bottle  and 
said  again,  "This  is  for  you. 
dear;  wish  you  were  here." 
When  I  turned  the  bottle  up, 
already  drunk,  1  spilled  most 
of  my  shot  on  my  T-shirt.  I  sat 
there  and  thought  about  what 
she  would  say  if  she  had  been 
here  to  see  it.  then  I  chuckled. 
But  when  the  throaty  giggle 
had  run  its  course.  1  looked 
around  the  room  and  suddenly 
realized  that  she  would  never 
know  that  1  had  just  spilled 
Wild  Turkey  on  my  nice  white 
T-shirt.  I  realized  that  she  w  as 
still  gone. 


At  that  moment,  the  deejay 
announced  a  two-for-Tuesda\ 
Jimi  Hendrix,  so  I  wheeled 
myself  over  to  the  radio  and 
turned  up  the  volume.  The 
radio  began  blasting  the 
room  with  "Purple  Haze," 
and  I  took  another  shot.  Two 
choruses  and  about  a  do/en 
drinks  later,  the  pelting  sound 
o(  rain  became  as  loud  as 
Jimi.  At  that  time,  "Angel" 
had  become  more  static  than 
music,  and  I  began  to  fall 
asleep. 

You  know  how  some  dreams 
can  seem  like  little  eternities, 
like  a  really  long  movie  and  it 
plays  shit  that  you've  almost 
blocked  out  of  your  mind,  or 
sometimes  the  movie  will  be 
an  extended  version  of  your 
favorite  memories?  That  is 
what  happened  to  me,  only 
this  movie  started  with  my 
mother  helping  me  put  on  my 
new  Transformers  costume. 

The  hard  plastic  eyeholes 
of  my  Optimus  Prime  mask 
are  already  beginning  to 
frictionize  against  my  eyes. 
Her  name  is  She-Ra,  the 
Warrior  Princess,  but  her  mom 
calls  her  Norah.  We  have  the 
same  color  jack-o-lantern 
buckets  and  are  in  the  same 
grade.  1  ask  her  if  she  likes 
G.I.  Joe,  and  she  punches  me 
in  the  arm.  1  start  to  sniffle, 
and  I  look  at  her.  My  pathetic 
face  must've  warmed  her 
over,  because  when  I  look  at 
her  she  offers  me  some  of  her 
Lafty  Taffy.  For  the  rest  of 
the  night  (well,  until  eight), 
we  are  trick-or-treating.   Both 


our  pails  are  filled  to  the  rim  with  mini  candy  bars, 
mints,  trinkets,  and  fruit.  When  we  drop  Norah  and 
her  mother  off  at  their  house,  she  gives  me  the  rest 
of  her  cand)  apple,  and  it  still  has  some  caramel  on 
it.  On  the  w  ay  home,  my  mother  looks  out  our  car's 
windshield,  toward  the  sky. 

"Wow.  David,  look  at  that  moon.  It  looks  like  a 
big  orange!'* 

"Yeah,"  I  say.  "Couldn't  you  just  see  a  witch  fly 
across  it?" 

"That  is  what  they  call  a  Halloween  Moon." 

I  look  at  her,  my  lips  sticky  with  caramel. 

Thirteen  years  later,  and  Norah  and  I  are  walking 
in  some  mall  somewhere  deciding  where  we  should 
get  married.  She  wants  an  outside  wedding.  I  want 
a  more  traditional  wedding.  We  argue.  1  look  away 
aggravated,  and  then  look  back  at  her  as  we  pass  by 
JC Penney.  She  stops  and  looks  me  in  the  eyes,  and 
suddenly  I  am  more  in  love  with  her,  this  little  girl 
with  the  pumpkin  pail,  this  beautiful  woman,  my 
wife. 

Now  flash-forward  to  the  following  night.  We 
are  riding  back  from  someplace  somewhere  and  the 
song.  .  .you  know  it.  .  .urn,  it  goes,  "Freedom's  just 
another  word  for  nothing  left  to  lose."  I'm  driving 
and  Norah  leans  over  to  turn  up  the  volume  and 
begins  to  sing  along.  She  laughs  at  herself  because 
she  can't  sing  and  brushes  her  brown  hair  away 
from  her  slender  face.  She  grabs  my  hand. 

"I  love  you,"  she  says. 

"I  love  you,  too,"  I  say  back. 

Now  stop  reading  and  think  of  the  color  black. 

The  doctors  are  telling  me  that  I  will  never  walk 
again  and  that  Norah  is  dead,  died  on  impact.  1  still 
have  some  of  her  blood  on  my  clothes. 

Now  flash-forward  to  the  next  part  in  our  little 
movie. 

I  suddenly  feel  very  strange.  I  feel  as  if  1  have 
been  sleeping  on  a  wet  floor.  1  open  my  bloodshot 
eyes  and  look  around.  I  am  in  a  cemetery.  My 
wheelchair  is  missing.  I  crawl  up  to  the  nearest 
stone  so  1  can  try  and  rest  my  back.  With  megatons 
of  effort,  I  pull  myself  over  someone's  grave, 
somewhere  someplace.  1  look  at  the  name  on  the 
marker. 


NORAH  S.WILLIAMS 

1979-2000 
IN  LOVING  MEMORY 

I  think  God  loves  dramatic  movies.  How  I  got 
there,  I  don't  know.  Half  the  shit  I've  seen  can't 
be  explained.  Perhaps  God  loves  mysteries  as 
well.  I  look  up  at  the  sky  and  see  a  huge  orange 
moon.  My  mother  said  that  was  what  they  call  a 
Halloween  moon,  that  anyone  can  see  it,  but  only  a 
certain  few  can  know  it.  I  look  down  at  the  grave 
and  the  plastic  flower  and  there,  on  the  ground,  are 
an  empty  pumpkin  pail  and  a  half-eaten  caramel 
apple. 

I  never  even  realized  the  moment  I  awoke.  But 
I  do  remember  that  "Angel"  was  in  its  last  solo.  In 
my  movie,  "Angel"  opens  her  eyes  and  takes  him  to 
heaven.  How  he  gets  there,  he  doesn't  know.  God 
likes  mystery  movies. 

And  now,  here  on  our  anniversary,  I  sit.  I  sit 
with  a  drink  in  my  hand,  classic  rock  on  the  radio, 
the  rain  outside,  and  my  picture  of  Norah.  I  don't 
know  if  it'll  happen.  You  know  the  song:  "Angel 
came  down  from  heaven  yesterday,  stayed  there 
just  long  enough  to  rescue  me."  Oh,  well,  I  forget. 
It's  hard  to  wait  for  something  that  you  don't  really 
think  will  happen.  But  that's  just  what  I  do.  I  chase 
ghosts.  Maybe  God  likes  comedies,  too. 


